“SOUTHWARD BOUND!” sixccins, Aivesturcinsiaes 


ET» 





NEWS AND VIEWS FROM ALL 


QUARTERS. 








‘The Baitor, 


HAVE received quite o. number of 
I letters this week asking for informa 
tom Tegan ie chtme’ of reg: 
{rlare, “For instance, Joo Henderson, 
of South Bank, asks mo tf Frank Tichards 
fro the gion of gery Wharton & 
Go rho Sanewer is Yee. 


Wharton in 1008—and line 
strong over inset, "A Raiworth xecdot 
Wsoble to cbtsin a sips of te Bnet 
s Soiaia 8 py of 
Jango of tho Maoorn.” Yam afraid 2 
hot poanble 9 huy one now-—unloes some 














i Foes ul Ba ne ihe pone, 
fad is willing ‘with i 
“owoves ia 


sonal to read the first 
figoue 1 jor who is on a visit to 


Eondon will and 


THE “MAGNET” IN THE BRITISH 
MUSEUM, 


Te will be oly for a reader’. 
Aine Rape eared al beck 
numbers of tho Maar can bo consulted. 
Full information as to how to obtain 
Ree to consult Bolen ters 
ce can besa 4 
TeeMsou Resaing Room authorities. 





Miieerr color geror whaae 
‘samo roador aoke aro: (2) ‘Wharton 
5a fiftoon yours of age, and (3) the other 
members ‘of tho now "Famous Five” 


wore already at Groyfriars whon 
Wharton first wont to the school, 


NOTHER, query ftom A. Joba 
A “Aehmore, ‘of Hull, asi which 
character woro fiat a tho Sold 

Silay Whatton &. Co, oF 

‘Tom ‘& Go.2 ‘This distinction 
belongs to Lom Merry & Co. Tho" Gera, 
om ‘companion paper, commenced 
in March, 1007, "Tho Maawe® coramenced 
ihn tee Pea a 
Franks,” and ‘Jimmy "Biver "Coot 
Rookwood, ame slong at lator date, 


‘Tho vory Sst of all thoeo famous charscters 
eho are “still going strong” wore Taok 
Blako and Figgins, who wore already at 
St. Jim's before Tom Merry wont thre, 








‘Now comes another query regarding 
our stories, 


18 GREYFRIARS A REAL SCHOOL? 


Several roaders have asked mo that, 
ineluding William Hale (no address given) 
and William Stewart, of Birks 
Well, although thero is no actual school 
called “Groyiriars,” Mr. Frank Richards 
‘hag modelled hie stories upon an actual 
school. ‘The characters, of course, are 
Jetitious, but this popular author draws 





ral lifo for his desoriptions of various |i 
charmciere—vich ia why. they” aobually 


00m to live. So, although you cannot’ 


enced mo, will ind the 


in 
Scndrele of schools ies Biiate 
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hice, Mey 


Always glad to hear from you, chums, s0 drop me a line to the following address : 
‘The Magnet” Library, The Amalgamated 





Teacher: 
“Ob, but that’s 
ot,a long 
wor 
Boley “Ber bet i oka toate B 
teacher 1 
qin slong your yar and limerick, 
aseare ‘you our ro 
worth having 7 PE 
OW for # few 
N RAPID-FIRE REPLIES, 


rage Wolght of 8 Boy of S58, (, Hs 
¢ "enh ome weigh of 
12 years, 8 stone 8 be. 5,10 yours, 7 stone 


& Beno. 16h therfore should 
erage about 7" eons . 

h cannot be calculated, as 
ome boys grow more quickly than others. 
Seote ‘the tallest, thon 


Some Wah, agli and ‘Welsh io the 
order indicated. 





Lights That Penetrato Fos (a. 6. Hof 
onstrate f 


The Most Famous (Worman 





ton of North Bila): Opens ite, 
‘couse. Admirers’ of Jack  Zobbe 
easelly cis the Satintion for Bim 


‘and he cortainly geome 
ave ‘earned itt But othor 
cricketers have their admirers, 
too! ‘Tho record individual 
veore iy eld by Don. Brad” 
452 not out, 
ina "match. betweon | Now 
South Wales and Queensland. 


Did Colambos First Discover 
America? (0. H.-of Leith): 
Nol -Amorica waa disooverod 
by Vikings in tho 10th oen- 
tary, some considerable time 
ofore Columbus made his 
voyage. 
vite, ecard Football, Sore 
(WF Boar, of South Shilde): 
ie happened in Scotia 


ti, on 
wine ent 
Bon Accor (Abordsoa) by 36: goale to 


along some interesting informer 
tion regarding 


‘A RECORD FAST, 


‘which thas just been completed in his 
home town. "Harry Rennio lived without 
food in'® lags oofin for 72 dnge, Ho 
drank only water and «moked cigargttoo— 
apd hie “avorngo "dally oonmumption "of 
cigarettes was ‘was Ro’ Foom 
{ePtiy glaascnfin in which to stands, The 
Period conslituies «now world's feating 
Poco! 


aa ast-montioned reader alto senda 








‘These is jot rocm to squeeze in w pedo, 

winning limerick whic eatne« magniiant 

Feoket for W. Turner, of Ivy 
frags, Fylimeyaio, noes Ghapsiow, Mok 








“My bike Is the fastest you've 
For when I get going 
‘Thoro’s never no knowing 
Whenever again 17 be seen.’ 


OOK out for next mck’s i 
— Tong story of Groye 
friars is entitled Yt OF 
“HARRY WHARTON & CO. If 
EGYPT!” 
By Frank Richards, 








“THE RED FALCON 1” 
By Arthur Steffens 


‘gill mest Hl Lovett and hie staunch 





HARRY WHARTON & CO. ON HOLIDAY! 





OUTHWARD BOUND. 


By FRANK RICHARDS. 


‘THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
On the Road! 


HERE'S my toffee?” 
W Billy ‘Bunter woko up. 
Bunter had been asleoy 


for a couple of hours, and 
his. reverberuting snore. iningied” more 
for less musically with the hum of tho 
Big car 

fewes hot day. ‘The summer sun 
blazed ‘down on ‘the long, white roads. 
‘Tho drowsy Heat, aud. the hum of the 

inc, lulled Dilly Bunter to. slumber. 
Wi8las'and meadows, preen pastures ond 
dusky woodlands flashed past the ear, 
SithSut“gateresting “William | George 
Bunter, Ho was fiterested in a large 
packet of toffee till le went to sleep; 
Thu ‘when ho avwoko, bis dhoughts nature 
ally “eves "tothe aes, "Bhd 
Gropped olf with sticky chunie fn his 
fat hand; but when his eyes opened 
behind his big spectacles, his fat paw 
Was empty. And he blinked suspiciously 
AI tho other fellows in the cas 

I was a, big car—but i was 
filed.” Lord Mauleverer, of the 
Friars Remove, aat in the corner farthest 
from Bunter. ‘The farther he was from 
Bites, he’ more comfoxtable Manly 
elt dat feeling. was shared hy Harry 
Wharton & Co.;, but somebody” had. to 
sit'next to Bunter, and. Bob Cherey 
hobly: made the sactifice. 

"The Famous Five of Greyfriars were 
going home with Meuly for the holidays, 
fa hippy anticipation of a jolly. good 

Bnd there was only one fy in the 
cintinent, s0\t0 speak, but ft was a very 
fat fy, and its nome was Billy Bunter 
But on breakup day, free fzom lessons 

for weeks and. secks {0 
come, the Famous Five felt that the 
ould stand “even Billy Bunter” wil 
equanimity. 










































Five faces wore vory cheerful looks: 
end Lord” Mauleverer. siniled with 
Placid “contentmen it was a 
Felief when Billy: Bu 

His’ snore starta, but his conversation 
stopped. And of the two inflictions, the 
Snore was rather preferable. 

Now’ he shad. woke tip, his snore 
stopped. and his conversation. started. 
Al tho juniors in the car felt that it was 
@ change for tho worse. 

Tsay, yon fellowe—" 
“Go to sleep again, old fat man!” 
said Prank Nugent persuasively. 















Somewhere in Egypt les a 
hidden treasure worth a quarter 
of a million pounds—and the 
only clue to its whereabouts 
is to be found from a golden 
seatab which is now in the 
hands of Harry Wharton & Co. 








mo up!” said Bun: 





ter acc ear jolted, oF 
Te woke 110 up. 
chauffeur, 


‘ot like my pater’s chauffeur at 
Bunter Court.” 
mye 


“Shut up, old fat man, and go to 
sleep!” said Johany Bi “You're 
much nicer asicep.” 

“Tho noisefulness is great, but the 
nicefulnes: is terrific,” agreed Hurreo 
Jamset Ram 











“Yah! Whore's my toffee ! 
Billy Bunter sat up and blinked round 
him through his big spectacles, He knows 
that that’ toffec had. beon in his fat 
fingers whon ho went to sleep. Tt was no 
longer in his fat fingers. Bunter wanted 
to kuow whore it was 
(9 know ‘at. once. ntly hess 
pected the other fellows of having had 
folonious designs on that chunk of 
tollee. 
“Vaogk horo,, Cherry, if you've scoffed 
Bob Cherry, chuckled. 
“Have you had it, Wharton?” 
vy said Harry Wh 
























rton, 





“Look here, Nugent—” 
“Fathead !” 
“Well, somebody's had thet toffee !” 
roared Bunter, "Have you got my 








oJ” ho gasped, 
it with a bargepole, 


old bean 
“If it, was you, Bull—” 
a 
Nobody, in tho car was likely to havo 
“scoffed” tho sticky chunk of toffee, 





had beon sticking to Bunter's 
fingors. Really, it was not appetising 
or, attractive—exeopt to Bunter. 

“Tf you've got my toffec, In ” 

“The gotfulness i not terrific, my. 
esteemed idiotic. Bunter," chuckled 
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh. “ Porhaps 
it has dropped on the floor while you 
were sleeping snorefully.” 

Billy Bunter blinked down among 
innumerable fect. 

“For goodness’ sake give a fellow 
room,” he grunted. “Hardly room to 
move in this car. Not like my, pater’s 
Rolls, at Bunter Court, Mauly.” 

‘Tue Macner Lisany.—No. 1,218, 
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iG 
faking a party home for tho holidays, 
Fiatctid’ Git © lunolsbetket" in the car, 
Mauly.” 








you fellows might look for 
that. totfeo! "You know 

Hghtedl Beastly selfishness ail round. 
folly well think" 

fon gootiness” sako, let's find, the 

® Gxelsimed Prank Nugent. “He 
will shot up fora minute or two while 
To's ‘wong. 

“oh, really, Nugent—? 

Bob’ Cherry’ stooped, and_disinterred 
a sticky chunk from the rug on the floor, 
A eoniderable amount ol dase adhered 
tod 

‘Tiere you are, fatty.” 

Billy Bintor. granted ‘as ho took it, 

*"Soine beasts been, treading. on. thi 
toffee,” ho said. "Look atic! Lend 

sur hianky to wipe tt, Cherry 
Wy, gan you «pone 
hapky?* demanded. Bob. 

“THY would make it all sticky. 

iat “trump, 














own 





what 


i 
had writed. 
“Keop that sticky inuck away from 
ane ree 

really, Cherry—"’ 
“Mauly, of mam, do you mind if wo 
cee the door and spill Bunter along 
the road?” ced Harry Wharton. 

Lord Mauleverer grinned. Probably 
he would not have minded very much. 
But Billy Bunter was his guest for tho 
‘summer holidays; 20 his lordship ro- 
frained from stating what ho thought 
‘on the subject of Bunter. 

‘The fat Owl of the Remove wiped 
tho toffee on his own handkerchief— 
nobody else’s being available. Really, 
Ht did not matter very. much; nothin; 
could havo mado Bunter’s handkerchie 
much stickier, or much more in need of 
wash, Then he transferred the de- 

















Taghtial object No “itaneath, iy 
lage raga; 
cf aloo wee long a 
Stecet oo seeact the tak 





Teanod back in his seat, looking a little 
iuore _good-humoured. ” Ono. fat. cheek 
balgedSout like a. ripe red 
thoro: was '« gurgling sound of satista 
tion from the Owl of tho Remove. 
‘And then the car jolted again, over 
a rough rut of dried sind on the count 
oud. Tt was quite a severe jolt, and 
‘passengers. jerked in 
lily’ Bunter. boinced like @ punchball, 
and” Bob Cherry grabbed ‘him and 
ragged him back into his seat. From 
the fat Owl came a wild, weird, vg: 
ling gurgle. 
"8 Soosooooch 2” 
“What the thump—” 
“Grerrerreggh 
Whats 
“Yurrregegghh!” 
Billy Bunters fat face. was, crimson 
8 eyes almost popped through his i 
petacle, nde ganped and ureled, 
and. gurgled and "gasped, frantically. 
‘Tho Famous Fivo ‘stared at him in 
amazement, wondering what on. earth 
ras the matter. ‘Then ‘they guessed | 
ig down the wrong 





















Worrrgh! —_ Qoooch! 
‘Tue Macyer Lionany—No. 1,278. 







1 Gog gug- 





ind “sopod a a 
End. rapidityespecially.vigoc. Bal 
Gierry fads hety-arin afd a. hear’ 





hand.” No doubt Billy Bunter need 
patting on the back. But it was barely 
possible that Bob overdid it a little. 

“Qooogh! Grooogh! Wooocdh !” 
gurgled Bunter. 

Stack, smack, smack 

“Urretrgggehh 

‘The troublesome toffee shot foorward 
again. Billy Bunter found himself sud. 
denly relioved of that impediment to his 
speech. But Bob Cherry was still going 

Siatck, smack, smack, smack ! 

““Yaroooh! Stoppit!* shricked Bun- 
ter. "“Loave off hitting me, you beast ! 
Wharrer you hitting me for, you 
rotter? Ya 2 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

“Why, you thankless fat porker, I 
ras patting your back !” exclaimed Bob 

nantly. 

Girt Beast! Wow!” 
“Better have a few moro—” 
“Yaroooh! Keep off, you beast !” 

















at tho Famous Five with a glare 
imost cracked his spectacles. 
Beasts!” ho roared. "Now, that 
toffec's gone again! Look hero, find 
that toffee—seo?” 

“Here, old bean,” said Lord Maule- 
veror, and he handed # box of choco- 
lates’ across to the fat Owl, “try 


so 

“Oh!” said Bunter. His fat brow 
cleared. “Right you aro!” He ost no 
timo in trying tho chocolates. “Tsay, 





‘these are good! T'll finish the 
“po, old fat man!” 
“And look here, Mauly,” said Bunter 





“Ha, ha, ha 
And’ the toffeo remained where it 
was. 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Pursued ! 
URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH 
Hl Tooked back from the rear 
window in the big car, with a 
serious and thoughtful ‘shade 
on his dusky face. His chums looked at 
him rathor curionsly. It was tho tenth 
Hime, at least, that tho Nabob of 
Bhanipar had "looked back, scanning 
tho long, white road behind “the car 
With scatching eyes. 
Billy, Bunter,"hoving fnished. sho 
chocolates, was composing himeclf in his 
comer’ to suore again. Lord. Maul 
exerer was on the point of nodding. 
But the drowsy summer heat and the 
peering hum of the car did not havo a 
Soporific effect on the Famous Five, 
‘Thoso cnergotio youths were inerry and 
bright and wide awake, and most alert 
of all was tho dusky junior from India’s 
coral strand. 
‘After a long, long look at tho winding 
road ching the = a ‘abob turned 
is comrades, ‘serious expres- 
Sion on his face arrested their attention. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's 
Junky? asked Bob. 














UP, 





THE MAGNET 


“Tho upfalness, ¥ think, is, terre!” 
said Hlurree Jamses Ram Singh gravely. 
iPhis esteemed and ‘ridiculous’ car’ 1 
being followed.” 

AG ‘ollowed 1” repeated Harry Whar- 








is proposterous !” 
agreed the nabob, “But fook back with 
your jonm absurd eyes, my: nidieulouy 
friends.” 

‘The Co, crowded their faces at the 
little window in the back of the car and 
looked. “Some distanco behind, in a 
cloud of dust, a big, powerful ‘Aust 
was humming’ in their wako, Tt was 
closed, “and, whether ‘there wore pes, 
sengers inside they could not s00; ‘but 
they could seo tho shaulfeur plainly, and 

‘out that he had a dark faco under 
the peak of his cap. 

“You've seen that car bofore, Inky 2 
asked Johnny Bull, 

‘Tho nabob nodded. 

“That esteemed Aust 
us when wo left the school 
“Tho "samo cart” 

dubiously. 

T have seen it a dozon times sinco,” 
said Hurreo Jamsot Ram Singh, “It 
has fallen out of sight many times, but, 
it always turns up again like an 
estimable bad penny,” 

‘Phe juniors looked grave, 

In the excitement of the breale-up, of 
packing-up and getting’ off for tho 
summer holidays, they had almost for- 
gotten the peril that had threatened 
Lord Mauleverer; but not quite. 

‘They, remembered ‘Kalizelos, tho 
Grook from Egypt, who had como from 
far-off Cairo, in quest of the mystorious 
scarab that was In the schoolboy carl’s 
possession, But for tho trick played 

illy Bunter, which had led tho Greel 
to believe that tho fat Owl was Lord 
Mouleverer, thero was littlo doubt that 
Mauly would have fallen into the hands 
of the man from Beypt. 

Mauly, gave vory lille, thought—if 
any—to his peril; but his friends woro 
very keenly on the alert for another 

‘bo mado on. him, 











was behind 


























heed of it. But if the man from Egypt 


was still in England, the ciroum- 
stances wero not ordinary, 
“Met hap at the wheel looks 





foreign, 20 far as ono can make out his 
ghivwy [under that cap,” said Johnny 
Bull. “It’s not Kalizelos; bue it might 
be ono of his gang. Ho had a lot of 
his own sort with him on his yacht.” 

“Tsay, you fellows —” 

“Shut up, Bunter 1” 

“Beast! What aro you blinking at!” 
asked Bunter irritably. “Some beast 
‘trod on my foot 

z a Harry, 


‘old man,” . 
Lord Mauleverer “opencd 
“Pm not goin’ 10 

hear you fellows wero 
talkin’ cricket, 




















beon follosred from the school,” said 
Harry, “If that’s so, it shows that 
Kalizelos never cleared off when his 
yacht put to sea, and he’s after you 


ain.” 
“Sford Mauleverer yawned. 

“All serene! Let him rip!” 

“Ass! We've got to make sure! ‘Tell 
the chauffeur to slow down and sec if 


that oar us.” 
“oh, all neht, dear man!” 
Lord Mauleverer spoke to the chauf- 
feur, and Watson slowed down from forty 
to twenty. ‘The Austin came swiftly oty 








EVERY SATURDAY 





dcawing noaror and nearer, Tt hed been for the Holidays to protect . yout? 

doing forty on the wide country rosd, Haven't I turned down a host of invite. 

tnd could easily have passed the sc fons, and put up with this Dank 

boys’ car now, But before it came close, Holiday crowd you've brought along 

tho dark-skinned chauffeur slowed for the hols, simply to look after you 

down the Austin keeping behind. "and protect you?” demanded Bunter. 
“Ho's not passing us, then,” said \ “Oh, gad!” Have yout”, 














ug, ater "long pai. “Yes T jolly well have!” enid Bunter 
"tay, you fellows—™ warmly. “My idea is that that Greek 
“Go to sleep, Bunter” Blightor will be after you again, some Oy 


"Beast !” time or other, and I'm bound to stand 

“Tell Watson to let her out, Mauly,” by you os # pal, I say, you fellows, let 
said Harr mae havo a look.” 

“Yaas.” . _ Bunter rose to his feet, barged the 

‘Tho Tolls leaped into speed again. juniors aside, and blinked back along 
Wiatson lot hor out to fifty. ‘The Austin tho road through his big spectacles. ‘Ihe 
dropped away for a minute, then picked next moment he gave « squeak of alarm, 
tup speed, and caine roaring on at fifty. “Ow! I say, you fellows, tell the 





5 


his seat with a gasp. He was not look- 
ing sleepy now. His little, round eyes 
were very wide open behind his big, 
round spectacles. 

‘There was no doubt that Bunter had— 





inadvertently—saved | Mauly from tho 
clutches of the man from Egypt, and ib 
was on that account thet his good 
natured lordship had allowed the fab 

wl to hook on for the summer holidays, 
Possibly Bunter, who had a fertile 
imagination, and who feared no foo 
whon the foo was out of sight, roally 
belioved that he was going with Mauly 
to protect him. If s0, he woke up, as it 
were, when ho found that the enemy 
wero in sight. Obviously, Bunter, ab 
that moment, wished that ho was any- 





“ Yurrrrrrgggghh ! Urrrrerrrggh 1°” Bunter was gurgling and gasping frantloally. “My hat 1” orled Wharton, 
% Buntor’s choking t Pat him on the back, Bob—quick 1°" Bob Cherry patted Bunter on the back with vigour and rapidity, 


‘and the troublesome toffee was brought to 


‘Thore could hardly be a doubt now. chauffeur to let the car out! Oh dear! 
‘Tho, Austin was following the school: Tsay, it's that beast again!” 
bore car, Kooping it im sight, loting the © We can't see anybody in the car! 
Rolls make the pace. said Harry. ae a 
‘Again tho Rolls dropped to twonty. _ “I've seen that man who's driving, be- 
‘Again tho Austin dropped to twenty fore—ho was on the yacht when that 











behing. beast Kalizelos got mo there!” gasped 
“That settles it!” said Harry. Bunter. “I saw him thore!” 

“‘Thoy'ro after us!” Sure?” asked Harry. 
“Pho settlefulness is terrific!” “Yes, you beast! Make the chauffour 





“¥ say, you follows, don’t bo nervy,” §0 f 
id Bly Sontors "ian with your Jou 






‘after us, and there may be a 
fang of them packed in that car. If 
ay catch ws on eLoncly road —* 

there's, anybody _ “Chaneo for you to protect Mauly !” 
junter. “Only. your grinned Bob Cherry. 

If that Grook shows ° “Beast!” howled Bunter. 

up again, Mauly, don’t you be Now that, it was, cortain that the 

Y'm kere to look ‘after you! What aré enemy were in pursuit, Billy Bunter did 

you grinning at, Mauly?” ot seam a9 Koon on protecting his pal 

“Was I grinning, old bean?” Mauly. He eoemod considerably 
“Lve saved your life, once!” said alarmed for his own podgy self. 








Buntor, with dignity. ‘They'd have — Watson let out the Rolls again, at an Y° 


had you if I hadn’t let thom think I almost terrific burst of 5 ‘Trees 


‘wag you, and faced the danger for you, and hedges flashed by. But the high- to 


and pulled you through. You know powored car behind was lot out, too, and 
that!” "Ain't T coming home ‘with you FE kopt pace. Billy Bunter plumped into 





1” yelled Buntor. “I tell you y, 


light. 


whore but in the magnificant Rolls which 
was bearing the Greyfriars fellows 
towards Maulovoror ‘Towers, 

“II, say, you fellows—” he 
stuttered. 

“Shut up, fatty!” said Bob. “No 
good funking now. Look here, you 
men, it’s plain cnough that they're 
after us. But what's their gamo?” 
“Kaligelon, if he's in that cnr, doen't 
now. Mauly by. 5 said Harry 
Wharton, “That was how Bunter 
spoofed him. | But he may havo, found 
ut that this car came from Maulevorer 

















‘Towers—may have had somo spy watch- 
ing the place and picking up informa 
tion. It he knows that it's Mauly’s car, 


fe knows that Mauly's in 
“Yous the {6 aid Lord Maule 
vorer placidly.. “Easy enough for him 
to pick that ‘up. And ae he's seen all 
you fellows before, ant knows that 
u're not me, he won't be long in pick 
in’ me out, what? Lucky Bunter’s here. 
rotect me." If there's any shootin’ T 
shall keep behind Bunter 
‘Tax Micxes Limnanr.—No. 1,278. 
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“Yaroooh ™ ' ‘and wo'll stop at the police station, and 
““Inckily, Bunter’s wide enough to put the jolly old peelers on to him.” 
size, chap plenty of eover—” ‘Tho juniors continued to watch, 
70 


a, tow: 
“Blessed if I sco anything to cackle the Medway. Once or twice they caught 
at! howled Bunter. “I can tell you the glitter of the black eyes of the 
that Greek is a desperate beast. Look foreigner who was driving the Austin, 
1 "All ho wants is that silly Egyp- and they wondered whether he bad 
tian scarab that Mauly’s got at home. I spotted looking back. ‘They could 
think Mauly had better let him have it, have little doubt t the enemy had 
and then the beast will go back to Egypt planned to overhaul them on some long, 
and let us alone, see? It’s not worth lonely stretch of road—of which ther6 
much, Mauly—and, anyhow, I'll pay for were 2 ood. ‘many on the hundred-mile 
it if you like.” tun to Mauleverer Towers. 

“Who's going to lend Bunter the | Had not Hurrce Singh spotted the pur- 
money to pi fauly for bis scarab?” suit, such a plan would have been oss} 
arked Bob Cherry. “Or is he going to to carry out.” Now, however, it seem 
pay for it with that bad sixpence he to the Greyfri Bere that “paid” 
couldn’t pass at the tuckshop yester- could be put to it. here was a char, 
day?” against the Greek, on which he could 

















‘No fear!” suid Harry. “And it "My hal 
must be worth something for that rascal Maidstone wes in sight shead, when 
fo run auch risks to got hold of it. tho Austin suddenly turned from tho 
Hallzelos haso't como all the way from road, and vanished round a corner. 
Egypt for ‘nothing, and he risking Junicre steed. ‘Tho pursuer bad disap- 
prin, Hook here, zou fellows! WE egeed from sight. 


ja in that Austin, wo can havo “Gono!” saic 
ped. 

















‘the next police station, “The gonefulness is terrific!” 
im into cuted the police Bob chuckled. 
havo been looking for Bim sings ho 17 
bagged Bunter on his yacht near Grey- sai: 
friars, Let him follow us into the next what we. should do. 
town— chucked it.” 

"Good egg Billy Bunter blinked back along the 





he 


watching them, 
I, gare say they guessed 
x 





“L'aay, you fellows, they're, going to road.” Plenty of cars were humming M 


gutch us in some lonely place!” gasped along in the sunlight; but the Austin 
say— was gone. 


Billy Bunter 
it their game, I suppose,” said The Owl of the Remove recovered his 

Bob, "But we can jolly well put paid courage on the spot. 

to it. We shall be in idstone soon, “I say, you fellows, it’s all right,” he 
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said. “Don’t be funky, you know, 

Blessed if T ever saw sucha Rervy lot! 
“Kill him, somebody,” said Bob. 
“Beast!” 





Billy Bunter settled down to. sleg 
again, and snored.  Maidsrone wan lett 
behind, and tho Rolls purred on, on, its 
Jong journey westward, the “juniors 
glancing back every now and then fo 
Watch the road.” But thore was no sign 
of the Austin again, and it seemed clear 
that ‘the Greek had’ given up the game. 
Which was rather arelief to tho Groy: 
friars party, though now they” know, 
beyond the shadow of a doubt, that Lord 
Mauleveror’s peril was. not ‘over, and 
that the man trom Egypt wae still in 
be "ef ie mysterious “scarab of 

















THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Desperate Measures 1 
44 FE ENNY Sor ‘em, Inky!” grinned 
P ‘Bob Cherry, 
Hurree Yamsot Ram Singh 
sat ailent, @ thoughtful shade 
on his dusky. face, while his comrad 





bow, they've Maule 





fant to go faster?” a 


uly. 
“Not at all, my absurd Mouly, But 
iho oxegrablo Austin that was followi 
us,could do as much as this car.” 
"What about it, Inky?” soked Haxry 
Wharton, ‘looking sventively at the 
nabob’a thoughtful face.“ What bavo 
you got in your head now ?” 
Te ouRe itu said Bob, 7 con see 
at, he's got something in bis jolly ol 
Black noddle. id bat 
Sy, “was, ibinkfully reflecting, | my 
worthy and idiotic chums, that while we 
‘aro doing thirty, porhapsfully the ridicu- 
Tous Austin is dotng sixty.” 
“That won't hurt us, wil it?” 
js that, by tak. 
‘may havo passed 
med sight, and got 
said Hurroo 
Tn which case, 
they, can iol. ub 
‘bofore wo reach 
















uraugra, fo got ahead if thoy. lik 
ey had been 

and tho Austin had not been seen 
But if Kalizolos had let the car out he 
might bo twenty miles ahead now. 

It was @ startling thought that per- 
heps the pursuers, who had boon 
dropped behind, might now be waiting 
for the Greyfriars party ahead. But 
obviously it was possible, indeed 
probable, now that the nabob ‘suggested 


“Oh gad 1" yawned Lord Mauleverer: 
“Pil tell you what, you men—that giddy, 
Greek is beginnin’ to be a bore! Ten to 
one old Inky’s got it right.” 

“The possibility is terrific,” retharked 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “and if I 
may make a suggestive remark— 

You cam make suggestion, if you 
like, or a remark,” chuckled Bob 
Cherry. “Got it off your chest!” 

“"The esteemed enemy is probably 
watching for us ahead, as his know. 
fulness of our route is terrific. But if 
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wo go roundfully, and arrive at Mauly’s 
‘absurd home from the other side—” 

“Good egg!” said Bob. “That will 
bunker the old bean! Ho can. watch 
this road till the cows come home, if he 
ikes, if we're on another. We can go 
fifty’ or sixty miles round, and come 
back through Winchester to’ Mauleverer 
Toners, “What, Mauly? 





fanleverer hesi- 


road wo shan't, travel by.” His, lord- 
ship chuckled. “Til tell, Watson.” 
‘the car turned from the road. 
Dodging the enomy did not appeal to 
Lord Mauileveror, or to his friends, but 
evidently it was the wisest course. 
‘Thoro was no doubt that Kalizelos was 
‘a desperate man, and that he would 








hesitato at little or nothing to got the 
tchoolboy earl into. his hands. - The 
schoolboys had no chance in @ scrap 





rth an armed gang, and on some long, 





running which there 
would ‘havo been no escape. 

‘They s down to a long run, 

a wide dotour far from the rot 

that led direct into Hampshire. Whether 
Keliolog was watching that road or not 
hho could not watch all the roads, and 
they had no doubt of eluding him now. 
Now the car was let out, and the miles 
raced by under the wheels, the route 
Jying through Sussox instead of Surrey. 
Mauleverer ‘Towers was somo miles on 
the London side of Winchester; but the 

long run, came to the 
sdral city from the western 

















nd is 9 
‘on follows—"- 
Ssaby, sloop!” chanted Bob 





“Oh, really, Cherry, ain't we nearly 
there? asked Bunter, “I say, I'm 
getting jolly hungry! ‘Timo wo got in, 
1 think! "This is a pretty slow. car, 
Mauly! If Yd thought of it I'd have 
phoned for my pater’s Rolls to take us 
to your place, I've often done seventy 
in it.” 

The juniors grinned. ‘Tho fat Owl 
was unaware that sixty miles or more 
had beon added to tho journoy. 

“Wake mo up when we get in!” 
yawned Bunter; and, to the reliof of tho 
Fest, of the party, he closed his cyes 
again ond once ‘more a deep snore 
atowned the hum of tho car. 

Far in tho distance the ancient turrets 
‘of Mauloveror Towers camo into sight 
over, the tree-tops. 

“'Hallo, hallo, hallo!” yelled Bob 
Cherry siddenty. 

Ho pointed from tho window. 

“"The Austin!” exclaimed Wharton, 
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From a side road the car had passed, 
a big Austin shot out into yiew behind 
them. “It was the car they had dropped 








in Kent. 
“Hero we aro again!” grinned Bob. 
“Thoy'ro after us, Mauly.” 
“ans!” yawned Mauly. “Let her 


‘out, Watson.” 
Tho juniors looked back as the Rolle 
tore on. Behind them the big Austin 


roared. A man could be seen beside the 
driver now—a supple, olive-skinned man 


of 





with eyes black as jet. 
“That's Kalizelos!” said Bob, 
“Is that the asked Wharton, 

Mauly, watchin handsome, dark 

face of the G: “He won't catch us Bunter. 

now; we're nearly home.” “Ha, ha, ha!” 
‘The Rolls raced on towards the great 


gage of Mauloverer Towers, now only 
walf a mile ahead. The Austin, going 
all out, kept pace, but did not gain. 


‘The juniors ‘as they looked 
back. ‘Whey could guess whet had hap- 
ened. There could be no doubt now 
that Hurree Singh hed. been right, and 
that Kelizelos had got ahead to waylay 
the party on the road.” But when they 
failed to appear tho Greek had doubt- 
less guessed. that. they. had taken, the 
‘Glam and changed their route. ‘That 
Toft the man from Egypt no recourse but 
te scout the goad oud Mauer eey 

rowers in the hope of catching sight of 
tho big “Rolls again. Fortune™ bad 
favoured him to this extent; he had 














sighted them, But they were almost in Le 


now, and, so far as the juniors could 
‘800, he had no chance, 


Bang! 
porent pip” gasped Johnny Bull. 
Bang! Bangi 


‘Tho pistolehots rang from the man 
beside ‘the dark-faced driver. For a 
moment the boys. su that 
the Greek was firing on them. 
they realised that he was shooting st 
th tyres. ‘The bullets spattered on the 
road under tho Rolls as it shot round a 
bend in tho road, Watson gave a j 
in his seat, but’ did not 5 
the car was going at_a breakneck pace. 











He kept it going. Tho juniors felt a 
thrill he thede hecet, “A burst great 
that speed— 





“T say, you follows!” Buntor yawned. 
“‘What’s' that row? Is it thunder 
Bang! Bang! 


“The villain!” broathod Wharton. 

Had it been a matter of minutes the 
Grock would no doubt have stopped the 
Rolls by that desperate method ; perhay 
gone, of 10 or Hin to the core, 
pant jut it was only a matter of 
seconds. 

“I say, you fellows—" 

“Horo'we aro!” 








ites wero open. The Rolls 
wheels as Watson turned 











in at the wide gateway. The big oaks 
ind_ beeches onthe dive flashed bey 
merged into one another at the speed, 





Watson slowed down. up to the house, 
‘Tho juniors stared back breathlessly, 
wondering wkethor tho Greek . was 
desperate enough fo fallen thom in at 
the park gates Bul lot 
short of that, ‘Tho Austin shot pact the 
eniovey and vanuhed. 

‘Bly hat! We're well out of that ! 

“Lucky wo didn't fall in with. thom 
on a lonely road!” said Nugent. “That 
scgundrel would’t stop at Such” 

“Tsay, you followe- —” Billy Bunter 
blinked ‘round. peevishly. “Are we i 
at lost? Frightfol long ti 
on the road! Tl 















Buntor. “It wasn’t thunder? 
body letting off fireworks?” 

= Vets filly dangerous Growork 
al igerous fireworks, old 
fat bean,” grinned Bob Cherry. as the 
Rolls came to @ stop at the entrance of 
Lord Mauleverer’s mansion and tho 


oat door opened, revealing th 
igure of Porson, his lordabip bates, 


Some- 








Then Pe 





“Lemme gerrout!” shrieked the fat 
bat ger shriel 0 fal 


‘He. plunged for the door. Watson 
‘had dismounted and opened it, and Billy 
Bunter camo out like a bullet from a 
rifle. 

He toro up the steps at frantic speed. 
Porson, portly and majestic, was in tho 
doorway. Bunter did not even sce him. 
‘He crashed, 

“Qooooogh!” gasped the butler of 
Mauleverer Towers, as the fat Owl 
established suciden contact with his well. 
Packed waistcoat. 

He sat down 
ness, 


“Ow!” gurgled Buntor, as he sprawled 








startling suddon- 





over Porson, “Ow! Boast! Gorrout! 
“ego! Rotter! Oooogh 
ha, her 





lly Bunter scrambled up and 
vanished into the house, 
Porson sat up and gaspe 
juniors came grinning in. Porson 








was a dignified butler, worthy, in. his 
natural stato, of tho highest traditions . 
9f Maulevoror Towers, But for once 
"orson received his lordship at his lord- 
ship’s door in an utterly undignified 
mannor, 

Had Porson been told that ho would 
ever receive Lord Mauleveror, sitting 
down in the doorway. and clasping 
both hands to his waistcoat, Porson 
would have repudiated the suggestion, 
with scorn. 

But that was oxactly what he did on 
this occasion. 

“Oooogh !” gasped Porson. “ Oooop | 
Wooooo00h-hoooooop!_ My lord— 
Grooogh | My— Oooooch! Lord! 
Warrrroooop !” 


























tomed dig: 
he could 
say was: 
*Wooo0ch ! Gooooch | Gocoooch !” 
And the footmen lod him avway, still 
gurgling. 





‘THE FOURTH CHAPTER, 
Banter Declines 
+, CORPIONS—” 
nS) “And poem fell 
“And plaguer—you fellows 
ras have beard about the plagues of 
‘Phna the famines—” 
“Then there's the sand-storms—” 
“And the burning sun—hot as a 
furnaco—* 
“Hotter |” 


“The hotfulness is terrific!” 
“Beller not tell Bunter. Ho will find 
it out soon enough for himself when 


0, Gls thare.” : 
asts !” murmured Billy Bunter. 
Bunter was seated in a deep arm. 
ghair in the old armoury that Lord 
‘Mauloverer used as a “den.” With his 
figure filing tho big chair, and 
is fat little legs. stretched across 
another chair, his fat thumbs stuck in 
the armholes’ of his waistcoat, Billy 
Bunter presonted a picturo of comfor 
if not of elegance or beauty. Soveral 
Iunches were packed away inside Bunter, 
‘Tas Maaxer Lianany.—No. 1,278. 








3 
and he had retired to thet comfortable 











They stood in a eee. by the 
window, their backs to Bunter, whilo 
they discussed Egypt and the attrac 
tions of that famous land 

Billy Bunter blinked inimically at 
their ‘facks, ‘through his big spectacles. 
‘Ho did not mako his presence known, 
If the fellows were discussing matters 
hot intended for his fat oars, Billy 
Bunter was not the fellow to let them 
know that he was there. 

“No, keep it dark from Bunter,” said 
Harry Wharton. gravely.” He will know 
Tank ite tke phen b 
Tn his bed in Egypt” 

“Let him be happy as long as he 
can,” said Bob Chorry. “No need to 
fall’hisn he may be gobbled up by a lion 
{n the Libyan Desert.” 

“Bunter won't Jong enough to be 
gotbled by lion, said Jehany Bul, 
Renkin 


Egyptian sun.” 

Boor old Bunter 

“Might Bite piesae tip what to 
expect sald Nugent. 

PND anol’ docmight chuck us, if he 
knew. And what should wo do without 
Bunter?” 

ie 

“But if he's bitten by a scorpion—" 

be Well, ‘that will ey him from being 
gobbled by a lion——" : 

Billy Bunter could keep silent no 
























exclaimed Bob.’ 
“Obyimy att Did yoy hear what 
w , Bun 
Wagon T jolly well, did!” snorted 
Bunter. * it dark, were you, 
like mo to be bitten 


ion. 
, you fellows, what's 
he demanded. ‘know 
something on—I’vo spotted 
Muuly going to Egypt for the 









staying with 

coming, too, of course.” 
“Well, I oan tell you I’m jolly 

not!” declared Billy Bunter. | “Tr 

stay here with Mauly, or I'll go with 

him if he likes to make it Margate. 

But I'm not going to Bgypt, and that's 
ne 


"Ripping country, old, bean” said 
Bob Cherry solemnly. “No end of a 
‘eatch to get a holiday in Egypt.” 

That's a bit different from what you 
were iB just now, when you 
thought didn hear jou!” sneored 
Bunter, 

“Ohi ht Yost But—" 

“Tots of things to seo, Bunter,” said 
Frank Nugont.  “‘Thore's the jolly old 
Sphinx——" 

“Blow fhe, Sphinx 

“And frigntlly intpresting tombs,” 
seid Johnny Bull, " “You'd: neod "a 
tomb, you know, if a scorpion bit you.” 

mb ron 


“Ag for the plagues of Egspt—" 
nid ‘Bob. tet eet Siar ire are 
real jagues there now I 
akan vin folly well not going to bo 
i scorpions, an 
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ell 








jen he finds a scorpion to 


ks Mauly. “Like to come along 


know that!” said 


Billy Bunter rolled towards the door— 
apparently to sock Lord Maulevorer at 
‘chums of the 
us grins. 
It’s worked 1” murmured Bob. 
Really, it seemed to have worked like 
rm. 
‘Tho Greyfriars fellows had now been 
some days at Mauleveror Towers, and it 
ith Mauly's 
Roget brats, 
for the 
holidays; he had done 3 
service, and for that reason his long- 


ohge, and talk to him, 

othe ‘exchanged 

wr 

= oa 

twas time to. get ready for the journey 
sth “Manly ‘undo, Bie 

funter was landed on fou 
tuffring lordatip tlt hound to. sand 


the fst end fatuous Owl. If Bunter 
decided to accompany the party to 
Egypt, Mauly felt that he could not say 


‘the hima nay. 


‘For which reason his friends were 
coming to the resoue, as it were. That 
happy. description of the famous land 
of Beypt, which Bunter supposed that 
‘over! ance, 
‘oracle. 


he bi 
have worked the 





deat, was not 
‘of scorpion, 
ceed) Tikes 








furntco. 
| Bunter rolled away, leaving the 
juniors grinning. But as he reached 
the door Lord Mauleverer came into 
the armoury. 

‘Oh, here you aro, you, men,” 
‘to the 









Egyptian Room and have, look af that 
jolly old scarab—the ono that tbe Greek 
Johnny is after, what?” 

xem, rather, old bean, said Bob, 
Ktsctoveces, and fixed his 





708, an 
spectacles, on, the schoolboy earl’s 
Brised face. “T'vo got a bone to pick 
‘with you. Never mind the scarab now 
—just listen to mo.” 

Yas,” sighed Lord Munleveres, 

“I hear that you're going to Ej 
fol khege that you're going to Kgypt 

Vans.” 

‘Well J think it's rot 1” 
“I came here,” said Bunter socu- 

xpecting te @ vaoation 

ot quite up to the atylo af 
Bunter Court; but I could be comfort 
ablo here. Still, if you want a change, 1 








1 


“I daro say you don’t know much 


about Egypt, Mauly, but it’s frightfully 
fot, wed with Scorpions, and there 
azo plagues and faminos, snd all sorts 
of things. |, Well, give it a miss, old 
chap, seo?” 

‘aas—I mean, nol” said Lord 
Mauleverer. “You, sce, my uncle’ 
ing to ‘while ‘my aunt's in 
‘witzerland, to look after an estate he's 
got in the-the—the—the what's-its- 








Wo me and if you'd like to come, 
“Well, I wouldn't!” seid Bunter 
emphatically. 
‘Lord Meuleverer brightened up. 
“Beged! Mean that, Bunter? he 
asked. 


es, I jolly well do! ‘You'd better 
give it nae ae Leo a 
ou that if you 

Ror dle'iols you lose iny esuopeny. 


‘THE MAGNET 
“Oh gad!” ejaculated Lord 
Mauleverer. 
“I mean it!” said Bunter emphatic. 


ally. “So there you are, Mauly! I'l 
Hay here with Jou, ‘ce’ como ta 
Margato, or Blackpool. But 1 jolly well 


won't go to Egypt, and that’s fat!” 

“Look hero, Bunter, you can't let us 
down, old man!” ssid Bob Chorry, 
sbaking his head, 








“Rate to you!” said Bunter. “Now, 
then, “Mauly, yes, or no? Are you 
going?” 





to get to 


gate, I suppose?” 
Thy not phone home for your 

pater’s Rolls?” asked Bob. 
“You shut up, Cherry! Look here, 

Mauly—" 

aMly dear chep, 1'l lend you » oar 
pleasure,” said Lord Mauleverer, 
land Tabi on the pisn ab Werantc® 
jand you right on the pior at Margate.” 
“Well, that’s. all” right,” ogrecd 
Bunter.’ “But there's ono more thing. 
Owing’ to coming away with you to 
look after you, you know, I havon’t 
been home, and I'm short of tin, I 
think you might lend mo a fiver—I 
| T get @ remittance 


“Any old thing,” said Lord Maule- 
verer. 

“Thanks 1” said Bunter garclessly, a: 
his lordship opened a remarkably well- 
fillod notecase, and a banknote changed 
hands, “P this later, Mauly.”” 
will ‘probably bo 
murmured Hurree Jamsot 


























i 
~~ re food my 
sending this back by post, it youre 
goineeip, eyo,” said Bunter thought 
fully. “I'll loavo it over till noxt torm 
royfriars, Mauly. 
“And Th ML enjoy tho pl 

7 .ope you'll enjoy tho plaguos 
and scorpions,” added Bunter sarcnstio: 
ally, as ho rolled back to the arm- 
ans.” 

Lord Maulevorer left the armoury 

ith the Bamous Fivo. | Tho Grey: 
friars fellows might have been looking 
formard to, enjoying, the, plagues 
scorpions, judgis oir smiling 
feces. Lord Mauleveror socmed quite 
bucked. "His lordship glanced rathor 
curiously at tho Co. as they wont along 
to tho Egyptian Room. _ 

“You men been pilin’ it on about the 
folly old oorpions and: things?” ho 
“Just a few,” grinned Bob. 

Lord Maulovorer chuckled, 


at, 















“Bunter’s goin’ to make this trip to 
Baypt  ® jolly old mucces,.”” ho’ re- 
marked. 

“Eh—how t” 

“By goin’ to. Margate.” 

“Ha, ha, hs 





‘The ‘ancient and mysterious land of 
Egypt had many attractions for the 
Greyitiars fellows. But there was no 
doubt that it seemed moro than, evor 
attractive, now that it was settled that 
Billy Bunter was going to Margate, 


THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Face at the Window ! 
ARRY WHARTON & CO. 


looked round with keen in- 
terest in the Egyptian Room 


at Mauloverer ‘Towers, ‘They 


had seen tho room before on previous 
visits to Mauly’s home without much 
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a Se 


SS 


ireytrlars juniors shot round the bend, the Greek, in the pursuing ear, almed for the 5) 
1” breathed Wharton, as ais spatered fhe toad undo ine ols aa ete on, 


intorost; but now that they wore goin, 
to ‘Egypt ovorything couneoted “wit 
flat mysterious land had an attraction 
for, them. 

‘Tho Into Lord Maulovorer, whom 
Mauly hardly ‘remembered, ‘had ‘spent 





many’ yours in tho land of the 
Pharaohs, eaploring ‘ancient tombs and 
ruins, and he brought home a 








great ‘collection of Kgyptian — an- 
Equities. owas 8 huge. stone 
anrcophagus with » lid the juniore could 
hardly lit. Thero were swathed mum- 
mics which seemed rather creopy. 
hare wore solln of papyrus covered 
with strange characters they could not 
Toad, ‘Thore wero old weapon and 
Jewels and strange garmonts, and there 
Hore many specimens. of the. sacred 
tearab of the old Egyptians. 
y's uncle, Sir Reginald Brooko, 
was inthe room when they came in, 
and the old baronet showed the chums 
Of the Romove about the room, ‘and 
ed many of tho curios end an- 
equities to them, while Lord Dau. 
‘orer sat on tho'old_seregphagus, end 
pobly forbore. to yawn, His lordship 
Bey Nights hed. pecbebiy, ho bed 
vor ; probably. ho. hat 
eda AAENy 9 Goud Wo tas won 
fil collection in the Egyptian Room. 
But it was tho Golden Soarab, the 
racred scarabaous of A-Menth, "that 
hained the. attention of the juniors 
‘This scarab was kopt in ® special glase- 
‘ype cae ‘by elton th. juniors 
Gelhered round to look at it rather 
Sagorly, Te was for the sake of 
scarab that Konstantinos Kalizolos 
travelled from Cairo, Tt was for that 
scarab that tho Greek had attempted to 
Kidnap. Lord Mauloverer, for which 
‘attempt be was now boing hunted by 
the police, Te was obvious thet some 






























unknown value was attached to the 
golden beetle, though the juniors could 
not begin to guess what it was. 

That it had an intrinsio valuo was 
glear, for it was formed of gold, and 
its oyes were two tiny diamonds.’ But 
the yalue of the metal and tho stores 
could hardly have been moro than 
thirty or forty ‘pounds, and  cortainly 
did not sccount for the Greck’s desire 
to possess it. 

80 far a8 tho juniors could see, it was 
simply a beetlé formed of solid gold, 
such as tho ancient Egyptians woro as 
amulets to protect as they 
fancied, from evil fortune and the evil 
eye. 

Strange hicroglyphics wore ongraved 
on the shining surfaco of the beetle’s 
body, but what they meant, if they 
moat anything, tho schoolboys had not 
the faintest idea, Egyptian lore had 
boon left out of the curriculum at Groy- 
friars. 

“So that’s it,” said Bob Cherry. 

“That is it, wy boy,” said Sir 
Reginald Brooke, with » smile. “It is 
thousands of years old, like most of the 
fhings in this room. "But why the man 

slizolos desires to possess it, is & 

Jess "—ho "smiled 














it's boliovor in an ancient and rather 
Yague tradition, or perhaps I 

say superstition, that the possosso 
the scarab of “A-Menah holds. in his 
hand the key to a wonderful treasure.” 

“Ob, my hat! A cluo to a treasure !” 
exclaimed Bob. “Are. those | queer 
marks on it the jolly old clue?” 

‘Sir Boginald smiled egain, 

“No. queer marks, 3s you call 
them, aro simply an inscription stating 
that ‘the scarab belongs to A-Mensh, 
who appears to have been a grest man 


in Bgypt in ancient days, 
read them myself, but I 
lation.” 

“Sort of namo and address of tho 
owner?” said Johnny Bull, 

“hed whore tho Golly ot 

“Then whore’s tho jolly old clue?” 
asked Bob, tits 

Sir Reginald laughed. 

“There is no clue. it is simply, ag 
I havo said, an anciont superstition. 1 
‘eannot believe that a keen and wil 
man like Kalizelos believes in quel 
nonsense. Ignorant Egyptian follaheen 
might believe that the scarab possesses 
some magio properties, but a Greok 
dealer of Cairo could hardly sharo such 
a bolicf. So his motive for seeking to 
got hold of the scarab ia quite a 
mystery.” 

“Tho baronot unlocked the caso and 
lifted the scarab cut. 

Te passed from hand to hand, tho 


juniors oxamining it curiously. 


1 cannot 
ave a trans: 

















could possibly furnish a clue to 8 
fFeasuro wes unimaginable, unlos, i 
deed, it waa ini ‘with some ancient 
magio which the Greyfriars follows 
wets nok likely fo believe. “Wet it was 
cortain that Kelizelos had spent money 
Hike wator, end riakod tho prison gatos 
closing upon. him, to. obtein.‘possotsion 
Of ie” But, thoy ‘could hagaly suppose 
that the wily Greek believed in magic. 
‘Tue Magner Liszary.—No. 1,278. 
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“Anyhow, that sportsman is after it 
fiko a jolly’ old dog after a bono,” sai 
Bob Cherry. “If he found out’ where 
it was kept he might drop in and bor- 
row it, Mauly.’ 

“This room is safcly protected, from 
burglars,” said Sir Reginald. “There 
‘are many valuables hero. But—” 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” ejaculated Bob 
Cherry, “Look!” He pointed to the 
window into which tho August sun was 
Blazing. 

‘A fac was pressed to the glass. 

‘Tho juniors starod almost. spellbound 
at the dusky, olive face with the gleam- 

1g eyes of jetty black, that was pressed 
to tho window-pane, 

“'Tho Grock!” shouted Wharton. 

“Oh, my hat! Kalizelos!” exclaimed 
Lord Mauleverer, jumping up from the 
‘stono lid of the sarcophagus. 

‘The juniors rushed to. tho window. 

For an instant the Greek’s black, 
scintillating eyes littered at them 
through the glass, but before they 

10d the window tho head outside 
Aisappoured. 
Kalizolos was gone. E 
Sir, Reginald Brooke quickly un- 
locked ‘the window and opened it, and 
tho juniors stured down, Beneath tho 
window was thick, old ivy, which was 
swaying and rustling ax’ the supple 
Grook “slithered down. Even os they 
looked, he dropped to tho ground and 
ished round a comor of the 






























, showing a picture of the Sphinx, 
pple a Rao age 
in A 

the background. It was enti 
Nor Beer ets 











, enabled you to sce ‘from 
ita to Wady Halfe without any 
{rouble and almost without any expenso, 
and the whole trip was a sheer delight 
From beginning ¢o end. ‘Thero was no 
scorpions, lions, plagues, oF 
Even tho heat’ was. not 
ned." And Billy Bunter grinned 
‘blinked at attractive page after 
ge. According to. Messrs, Chuck, 
Egypt was moro: attractive than even 
fargate | 
Sincg tho trip to Egypt had heen 
decided on, the chums of Greyfriars had 
been looking up the subject, and this 
‘was one of tho volumes they bad con- 
sulted. Now Billy Bunter was consult- 
ing it—with tho resulé that ho was 
cing another change in his plans. It 
on Bitly Bunter’s fat brain that 
his Tot Tog had been palled-—and he was 
no longer thinking of making tho trip 
to Egypt a happy success by standing 
out, of it! 
‘Ther wero voices and footsteps in 
the doorway, and Bunter hurriedly 
shoved tho volume out of sight under 
tho cushions on tho chair. To blinked 
round as the Famous Five came in with 





pear 
‘Delt 


















Y” shouted Bob. lauly. 
hed pell-mel out of tho 1 say, you follows ” grinned Bunter. 
Egyptian Room and down the stairs, “Hall allo, hallo! to Margate, 
‘hey tore out ot tho howto, and fushed old bean asked Bob, 
in tho direction where the Greck had — “He, he, he!” Bunter rose from the 
digappeared. chair, and’ blinked at the juniors. “I 
‘But Kalizclos had not lost a second, ‘my mind | 


and he had. vanished. Up and down 
tho shrubberies tho juniors hunted, but 
there was no sign’ of the man from 
Cairo. 

‘The juniors’ faces were grave as they 
returnod to the house at last. Sir 
Reginald Brooke met them in the hall, 
‘and his faco was also grave. ‘The police 
‘ore Hunting for the reo, yet st was 
gortain that ho was still at hand, haunt- 
ing tho vicinity of Mauloverer ‘Towers, 
in the desperate hope of laying lawless 
hands on tho scarab. Thoro was ho 
doubt that ho had seon it in the 
‘of tho schoolboys when 
was pressed to the window of th 
Egyptian Room. 
thought was in every mind that he 
would roturn—that ho was not done 
with eo it seemed to the chums of 
albeit: that a shadow of dark 
mystory an 
shadow that 
East. 











peril lay in the houso—a 
fell from the mysterious 


‘THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter, Too I 
ILLY BUNTER grinned. 
‘Sprawling in’ Mauly 
comfortable armohair, in 
wily's den, tho fat Owl of 
Groyfriars was reading 
Buntor was not much of a reading 
man, and when he did road, his taste 
‘as a rule, to yollow-covercd novels 
which described tho weird adventures 
of amazing crooks and still more 
‘amazing detectives who popped up in 
the most unexpected way, in e different 
disguise every timo. But on this oc- 
casion, Billy Bunter was readi 
<volume that contained information— 
which wos not at all in his line. And 
hho was grinning over it, as over a good 
joke, which was still more. surprising. 
Tho volume had an attractive coloured 
‘Tus Macner Lisrany—No. 1,278. 




















He was gone—but the Mau! 


say, fellows, I’ve red 

Batre an 

‘coming with you, after ai 
“Oh, gad 1” 


man—l'n 











"vo king it over, you see,” 
qqvleined. Bunter. Fr sgved your lito 
at, Greyiri uly —" 

ier a 


“And I came home with you for the 
hols, to keep an eye on you, old chap, 
and’ watch over your safely, as you 
know—” 

“Give us a rest, old chap!” 

And I'm not going to desert you,” 
said Bunter, shaking his head. “I never 
was the man to let @ pal down. Rely on 
mo to, ceo you through in Egypt, 





sly. 
Lord Maulevoror suppressed a, sigh. 
Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at tho fat 
py 
jon't. for on: 
many eaid Bob, Be esse 
“YT rather like scorpion: 


” said iter. 
hr ay ek Aid the mapa 


‘mosquitoes, 








most cal 


THE MAGNET 








a Jot of pleasure from this trip—featin 
responsible for ‘of you, and al 
that! But I feel it my duty to stick to 
you. Duty comes, first, you know i 
‘always was a whale on duty! Selfish 
fellows like you would hi under- 
stand—but that’s how, it is! You can 





rely on me, Mauly 1 I'm sticking to you 
Tike glue, ld ehap 
fas” groaned Lord Mauleverer. 

ct was afraid it was rather t00 good (0 

What?” 

Eire, ive all sight 
“Ie that punky callin’ me?” asked 
Mauly, and ho’ walked out of” tho 
armoury and disappeared. 

Billy Bunter grinned st the Famous 








Five. Even Bunter could not suppose 
that the Greyfriars fellows wore bucked 
by the news that he was sticking to 

em, after all. But that was o triflo 





light as air to jam George Bunter. 
Bunter was not 1g to be left out, 
and so far as the fut Owl could s 
that was all that mattered. 

“So you're not going to Margate, 
after all?” said Bobs : 
He, he, he! No!” 
ae safo here?” asked Bob. 














th 
‘That Greck blighter is hangin, 
about—" sj vied 

“He, he, he!” 

“Shouldn't wonder if ho came butting 
in some dark night after the scarab, 
said Johnny Bull. 

"Ho, he, he! “If ho does, leave him 
to mo!” said Bunter. “Hoe scares you 
fellows tiff, but I'll handlo him all 
right, Tho fact is, I shouldn't feel that 

u fellows would bo safe if I went. 

inthe cireumstances, 1 feel bound to 
Protect you. Rely on mo ! 

“You fat idiot 1” 

Billy bi Hed out of th 

lly Buntor rolled out of the room 
and shut the door aftor him, ‘The 
Famous Five looked at one anoth 

“The fat villain’s tumbled to it, some 
how, that we were pate his leg!” 
Fepiled Sehtny Bulk “fF ho’ really 

lieved there was any danger, he 

ld be off to, Margate like @ shot.” 
It’s too bad!” grunted Bob Cherry. 
“Mauly’s rathor an éas-to stand it. 

















: a Singh, 
with a glimmer in his dusky eyes, “tho 
Gangerfulness is not terrific, but the 


estimablo Bunter is a proposterous funk. 


a 
age i Inky ! eaid Bob hopefully 
“Suppose a fierce and. feroclous 

Aesperado should break into the idiots 

Bonter’s. room in the deedliness of 

meat the thump!” anid 

a amp!” said. Harr 

Wharton. "If Kalizelos enmo here, bo 

would for the Egyptian ‘Room, 

Biter the searab, He wouldn't bother 

‘bout Buntor.” 

“But if the excellent Bob were to 

some of tho Egyptian costumes 

from "Mauly's idiotio’ collection, and 
black, his face. with some absurd 


blacking — 
nk " yelled Bob. 


“He, ba, he 
Jind enter the absurd Bunter’s room 
with a scimitar ora yatoghan, in hls 


He, ba, 


Good eg 

’m on! chuckled Bob Cherry. 

“We'll try it on this evening. If that 

fat villain fancied there was any danger, 

ho would be off to Margate av fast a 

asleep 
ious Egyptian barges into his room, 

8 


“Ha, ba, hai” 









































EVERY SATURDAY 


faces, the chums of the 


With grinnin a i 
to discuss the details 


Remove proc 
of the plot, 

Outside “the door of the armoury 
another fellow was grinning. 

3 was Billy Bunter ! 

His fat ear was glued to the keyhole. 

Bunter had boon rather int to 
hear what the fellows might be saying 
after he was gone. He found what they 
wero saying unexpectedly interesting ! 

‘There was a fat grin on his faco es 
ho rolled away. 











‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Bold Bunter ! 
46g SAY, you fellows—" 
I # allo, hallo, hallo 1” 
“Pm going up to my room to 
write some lettors.” 
“ont 


“Don’t disturb me,” said Bunter. 
“Ohl 





‘Tho Famous Five exchanged glances 
fas the fat Owl departed. 

‘Te was ovening, and Billy Bunter had 
beon resting for somo time in an arm- 
chair; he neoded a rest after the dit 
hho had packed away. Now, with tho 
announcoment that he had’ letters to 
‘rita, ho rolled off to his room. 

Bob Cherry chuckled, 

*Couldn’t be better !” he murmured. 

Really Billy Buntor socmed to bo 
playing into tho hands of the plotters, 
Es if to afford them an opportunity of 
carrying out the “wheez” that had 
been ovolved by the active brain of tho 
Nabob of Bhanipur. 

That wheeze was tho last chance of 
snaking Bunter como “unstuck,” which 
was a consummation devoutly to be 
wished. 

For Mauly’s sake, if not, for. thoir 
own, tho Famous Five felt that it was 
up_to them. 

Garmonts borrowed from tho Egyptian 
collection, and « bottle of liquid black- 
ing, were'alrendy in, Bob Cherry's room, 

inly an opportunity was needed, and 
Bunter was providing it! 

‘Thoro was no doubt, in the minds of 
tho juniors, that if ‘a fearful-looking 
black man’ cstablished contact wit 
Billy Bonter, tho fat Owl would be con- 
vinood that ono of Kalizolos’ gang was 
after him; and if Bunter believed that, 
there was not tho slightest doubt that 
ho would make for the safety of Merry 
Margate at tho earlicst possible moment, 

Now was tho time | 

Lord Mauleverer was in the library 
Pith his uncle, discussing details of the 
trip to Egypt. His lordship bad been 
told nothing of the little scheme; the 
Famous Five wore doing good by 

id Bob, when Bunter 


stealth, as it wei 
Como on” 
wap gano. i Falcly asking for it, in't 
he? "Thoughtful of him to give usa 
‘chance like this, what?” 
"ila, ha, hat 
‘The Famous Five ascended the stairs 
and entered the corridor on which all 
the rooms of the juniors opened. 
‘They tiptocd past Bunter’s door. 
Light glimmered from. wader’ that 
door, and they could hear the fat Owl 
moving within. 
Silontly they reached Bob Cherry’s 
oom land lost no time in’ gotting to 
nusinoss. 









































Four grinning juniors helped to make bt 


Bob up. ‘The rosult was undoubtedly 
startling. 3 

Jn @ long djibboh, sandals, and = 
turban, and with his face blacked, Bob 
did not perhaps look much like 
genuine Egyptian; "but he certainly 
looked a fearful and dangerous 


wanted to meet slone on a dark night. 

He surveyed bis reflection in tho glass 
and chuckled. 

“My hat! “Blossed if I should like to 
meet mysolf, got up like this, in a lonely 
place!” ho remarked. 

“Ho, ha, hat” 

“Bunter’ will alarm the whole house 
when he sees you!” grinned Nugent. 
“Never mind, if he starts for Margate 
inthe morning.” 

“The startfuiness for osteomed and 
metry, Margato is the sine qua non,” 
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur. 

“Well, we're ready,” seid Harry 
Wharton. “Come on!” 





STEP IN AND WIN A 
HANDSOME PENKNIFE 
Tike L. Oliver, of 141, Prestwick 
Road, Ayr, who sent in the 

following kler. 


Wite: “On, 


darling, 
what's happened to my fire 
Pancake!” 

Hubby : 
It may not be a compl 
Let's try it on the ors 


fook 


If at first you don't succeed, 
chums, try again! 








Snore! 

Bunter, apparently, had fallen asleep 
over his if he really had gone to 
Bis room to write 

‘Snorrerrre! 

“Quiet!” murmured Bob, 
opened the door and looked in. 

Billy Buntor was seated in an arm- 
chair, with his eyes shut and his mouth 
open, snoring peacefully. The juniors 
grinned es they looked st him. 

‘There was no sign of letter-writing ! 
Apparently Bunter had gone to slecp 


se hed 


and he 





‘A sudden, fearful yell, close to his iat 
ear, awakened Billy Bunter. The snore 


i 





og of a Faringheo!” ox- 
imed the black man in a deep, 
throaty voice. “I have found theo I” 

Billy Bunter groped bohind him in 
the, chair. 

‘The next moment the black man bad 
the surprise of his life. 

According to programme, the fat Owl 
‘ought to have ‘seared out of his 
Poder il, and. tho juniors. oxpectod 

‘to bolt from the room in a stato of 
frantic funk. 

But, somehow the plot did not go 
according to programme. 

Bunter’s fat hand camo swiftly from 
bohind him, and thero was large, fat, 
juicy orange in it, 

fist 

Crash! 

Bunter was not a good marksman, but 
the range was too short for even Bunter 
to miss. 

‘The orange crashed in Bob Cherry's 
‘eyo, and he staggered back, taken quito 
by surprise, and sat down with a bump. 

“Oh!” he gasped. 

‘The next instant Bunter sprang from 


the chair, 

But he did not bolt for the door yell- 
ing witB terror. Ho jumped at’ tho 
fearsome black man, 

‘Thump, thump! 

A fat fist crashed on Bob Cherry's 
blackened nose and another on his chin, 
dng “hapless japer went over on his 
ack. 











"Thomp, thump, thump, thamp { 
“wt Oh, my hat!” yolled Bob, for- 
gotting that’he was a black man. “Oh 





orumbs! You potty porpoise | Yaroooh !” 

Billy Bunter's fat Ssts woro ornshiny 
on him with terrific yim. Right and left 
tho fat Owl thumpod ond thumped, and 
Bob rolled and roared. 

He scrambled away and Icaped to, his 
fect. As he did 50, Buntor seized a 
poker from the fireplace and a water: 
jug from the washstand; then, leaping 
‘on his bed, he faced Bob again. 

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bob." Keop off, 
you potty idiot I” 

Buntor swiped again with tho poker, 
and Bob leaped away just in tim 
Byidently something had gone wrong 
with the plot. So far from being in a 
funk, Billy Bunter was handling the 
situation ino really mastorly way. 
‘Apparently he was not afraid of « black 


man. 

He followed Bob up aa he retreated, 
iil swiping with the poker. | Bob 
Cherry jumped and dodged like a 
Kangaroo. 

“Oh, “my hat!” 
Wharton in amazement. 

“Yaroooh!” roared Bob, as the poker 
landed. “Keop off, you’ fat villain! 
Keep that poker, ‘away, you podgy 
maniac! Yoooop |"! 

Swit 

Harry Wharton threw the door open, 
and Bob dodged out into tho passage. 
Bunter followed on. achaps hy 

swipe 19 poker, perhaps by 

accident, caught Harry Wharton, and he | 
roared. "Another swipe elicited a frantic 
howl from Johnny Bull, 

“Look out, you silly owl!” gasped 
Nugent. 

“I say, you fellows, collar him!” 

‘Tse Maower Lrenant.—No. 1,278. 














gasped Harty 








shouted Bunter, Hold him, while I 
brain him with this poker—” 
Oh erikey !” 


“It’s one of that gang, you know— j 


Kalizelos’ gang 1” yelled Busiter. “Don't 
tet, him get away 2 
“Oh crumbs 
“Look here, you fat chump—" 
~Como on roared, Bunter, charging 
















town the passoge after Bob Cherry, 
winding Weaker, 

“Keep off shricked Bob. “You silly 
awl" Oh, my hat! Ob crumbs! Ob, 
Jehorophat |” 

Spipe, swipe t i 4 — 

Bt close quarters, was gui 
leasant, "Bob Cherry dodged frenti- 


ivy and fairly bolted down tho pas 
“Ancor ‘hay "nuthed Banter, Sa 
Aping, leaving the rest of tho Co. atar- 
alter himy almost babbling’ with 
ae evicted ob 
‘ou keep off?” sbricked Bob, 
iy" Owl, You'll be training me 
tellyoi—~ Yaroooep! 

Ho jumped away from the, poker 
again dn the landing, missed his footing, 
auld rolled down the stairs 

““Y'say, you fellows, back up!” yelled 
Bunter, and he plunged down the’ star- 
cato affor the hapless Bob, 

“Bob Chetry did tho. st 

time, At tia foot of the stairs he 
Up, gaxping for breath.” “Porson 
Sings and’ John came’ up, staring i 
finasement ‘at. tho" black’ man th & 
tangled djtbbab, with his turban hang: 
Ing‘dewn over no ear and disclosing 
jigp of axon baie such as no lack man 
iad. ever been “enawn once. The 
brary door ‘opened, and Bir Regina 

Brooko and Lord ‘Mauleverer cao out 
sna: 














record 
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i—” ojaculated the old baronet 
in astonishment. 

“A black man !” gasped Porson, 

“A jolly old nigger 
Mauleverer. “Here, 





poker in hand 

“Leave him to mo!” roared Bunter, 
“1 can handle him! Leave him to me, 
Mauly! Pll brain him—” 

“Yaroogoh 

Bob Cherry squirmed 
away. Tho poker erashed on the floor & 
foot from him as ho squirmed 

“Good ga 
“What——" 

“Collar him!” panted Mauleverer. 
James and John, hurled themselves on 
the black man. ‘They grasped him by 
cither arm.” “unter aimed with tho 
poker, aud the black man yelled, wildly: 

“Keep that fat maniac off! T’m not a 
nigger, you silly asses, Pin Bob Cherry! 
gap him of! 

“Oh gad!” gasped Lord Mauleveror. 
Ho pushed Bunter back. Go easy with 
that poker, old fat man 

"m going to brain him—” 
mrisenp, him of, will you? yelled Bob. 

‘The Co, came funning down the stairs 
amazed, 








mmayed,, and. disconce:ted: 
jgfked the’ poker away 
hat. poker ‘hed don 
Fi li ile 00 
feginald Brooko survey 
the discomfited juniors rather sternly. 


Harry Wharton 
froin’ Bunter. 





auch, 











frantically Mi 


exclaimed Sir Reginald. y, 


it was you! Did you think you could 
I roared Bob., “You 


eally, ” 

‘oil Fi Ply well —> 
En gh ee ge) 
inning fat Owl, svi 
from the poker had reached him and he 








‘was feeling burt. 
Lord Mauleverer pushed him back, 
griming. 
“Hol 





‘You've known me long 


enough to know that pluck’s my long 
suit!” OF course, I never knew it was 
Cherry—I never heard the fellows talk- 
ing it over in the armoury, and hadn’t 








want to frighten mo! “ho 
_ Billy Bunter rolled away, with his 
fittle nose in the air, The Fs 








looked at one anc looks, 
Te was o phoatl Tar Owi 
had scored ell slong the line! 


‘Harry Wharton & Co. retreated up the 
stairs, leaving Porson’ and James. and 
John’ grinning, and Lord Mauleverer 

wuckling, And a 
aftor them, av th. 





In Merciless Hands ! 
L®. MAULEVERER camo into 





ridor. 

‘Thero was a thoughtful expression on 
Mauly's face.” ‘Phot evening, while the 
Famous Five amused themselves by 
knocking the balls about in tho billiards 






le ho waited for. bed-time, 
fauly had been occupied in a way 
vather unusual for his lazy lordship. 





Fayptologiet 
Ergpie Room at the Towers showed. 

finy “of the Jato carl's notes "and 
journals wero still in existence, kept in 
2 cabinol. in, the, Egyptian Room, and 
Mauly Imad often intabded to go through 
them, though, ea a matter of fact, ho 
had never dose so.” But this evening he 


fad sorted out the old papers, end 
Tooked out the roferences to tho Golden 
Scarab of A-Menah. 


Until Kalizelos came on tho scene, 
Tord Mouleverer had given | little 
thought te the sacred cearabaous, but of 
late ‘is thoughts lind rather ‘concen- 
trated on it. And he had read with 
great keenness all that the late earl had 
‘rritten in his notes about it, and ho had 
found tho subject unexpectedly interest- 





"You m rather sgernly. 4 ing. ‘Ho was thinking of it when he 
to darren nad onee {aah boys” he said citie up to bed, and the Golden Searas 
recognisable, but I. know his voice, 98 in his pocket. 


Ghorry, what does this mean 
“Oh erikey!” gasped Bob. “I've got 
a dozen bumps 
“Teitmit was a lark!” gasped Whar- 
ton. “Its only Bob, got up asa dackey 
t0,seare Bunter” 
"Not £0 jolly 
Din mae deduantl 
‘Absurd’ said Sir Reginald, and he 
wang tag to the, range” 2 
i's you, is ie, Bob, ol » 
said Bunter. “Of course, t hover kacw 
Toe Maoxer Lisnanr.—No. 1,278. 








to scare me,” said 








Tho August day had been hot, and ¢ 
night was'warm.  Mauly erowed to 
open windBvr, which looked on the bal: 
cong that ra Under the windows of all 
the’ rooms occupied by the Greyfriars 

sty. Tho other fellows nad gone to 
Bed; and as Mauly stood looking gut into 
tho summer night, spangied with stars, 
the lighte went out in the adjoining win: 
dows one by one. 

"From ono of the rooms came the soind 
of 2 deep, sore, "showing thet Billy 
Bunter was ‘asleep, and. Mauly ami 
faintly. ‘But ‘the grave and thoughtful 

















lly Bunter snoczed in an ji 


THE MAGNET 


Jook returned to bis face, He tured 
m the window at last, but he did not 
© to bed, He was ot inclined for 
leep. He took the Golden Scarab from 
his and laid it on the table, 
where the golden surface glimmered an 
figamed im the electric light, Ho throw 
jimself into a chair, his cyes on the 
metallic beetle. 
. What he had been reading on the sub- 
ject was running in his mind, and in the 
silence of the night he seemed to feel the. 
Seas and mysterious spell of Egypt 
upon him. : 

‘The golden beetle that Jay gleaming 
under his eyes, bright and ‘undimmed, 
could have told many strango tales. It 
had. belonged to A-Menah, a great 
soldier of the reign of Rameses tho 
Second, “who was Pharaoh in Egypt 
thirtcen centuries before the beginning 
of the Christian era, 

A-Menah, in those ancient days, had 
gone forth to war with his ‘Lord 
Rameses, and fought against tho Hittites 
in Asia "Minor, with sharp sword and 
Granging bow in a charging chariot, 
drawn by two fiory steeds, with tho 
charioteer by hia sido. 

‘than three thousand years had 
passed sinoe A:Menah, under tho banner 
‘of tho Pharaoh, had ‘darted his arrows 

tho ferce Hittites on t 19 plains of 

ria, in tho. forgotton baitlos, 
‘adesh, Yet, when hio stood in his wai 
chariot, shooting fiory arrows over tho 
lumed heads of his plunging horses, 
laying the Hittites low, he had worn the 
Golden Scarab as an amulet, to keop off 
evil fortuno—and it had looked tho samo 
in the eyes of that flerco old Egyptian, 
a8 it looked to Lord Mauleverer now. 
All things elso were changed, but tho 
glimmering golden beotle ‘was un- 


Lord Mauleverer 
is father’s papers, 
brought homo a treasure from tho 
war—a wonderful diamond that was 
called tho Eyo of Osiris, from ite siz0 
and brilliance and immenso val 
And tho tradition oxisted, traced out 




















Es 























in the picture-writing on ancient 
Bapzras, that, whoever, postossod the 
‘olden’ Scarab, of A-Monab, should 





suroly possess that great treasure, tho 
‘of Osiris, : 

‘Was it that tradition that caused the 
wily Greek of Cairo to seek tho sacrod 
scarab? ‘Thinking it over in the quict 
of tho night with his mind full of 
Exyption lore, it did not seom 20, im- 
probable to Mauloveror now. Was there 
some strango sccrot in that. glimmering 

iden object under tho electrie light 
fhat would guido the one who pensoesed 
it to the discovery of the Eye of Osiris— 
tho wonderful diamond which had been 
lost to human -knowledgo when the 
mummy of A-Menah was swathed in fino 
Tine and taid ino sarcophagus in the 
heart of a towering pyramid? 

‘Mauleversr wondered. 

Ho could not tead the pictured ine 
geription engraved on the scarab; bub 
be had the | transl ‘which ” told 





















great and 
‘servant’ of ‘tho thriog- 
h of Beypt 


In those strango hieroglyphics there 
wl 





was no clue. ‘Then in what way could 
the golden beetle guide its possessor to 
the discovery of the Eye of Osiris? 


Unless, judeed there was truth in ancient 
tales of Egyptian magio? A 
Somohow, as Maulevorer sat gazing 
ax the gleaming Detle, he did not smile 
at tho thought. His thoughts were back 
in dit past ages—before the Christian 
‘era—before the Roman Empire had been 
thought of—before Alexander marched 
‘out of Macedon—the dim, dim past, 
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“ Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" ejaculated Bob Cherry, suddenly 
the Greytriars Juniors stared, spellbound, 


when, England had been» savage 
Island, and Egypt @ greet and powerful 
Kingdém-when ‘tho Sphinx frst looked 
out over the sands of the desert, and 
the great. Pyramids. were a-building. 
Strange things had happened in those 
strange old days. 

‘There was a faint sound in the silent 
room 

Mauleverer did not heed it, 

From a sereon that stood by the bed 
a dark, olive-skinned face looked out 
‘and two jotty black eyes glittered at the 
schoolboy earl. 

Mauleverer did not turn his head. 

With the stealthy tread of a cat, the 
supple Greek crossed to the door, behind 
the half-droaming schoolboy, and turned 
tho key in the leo, 

‘Pho faint click of the key caught 
Mauleverer’s attention, and he started. 
He glanced round, and sprang to hi 
Fest los bo ex tho olive fac and gt 
ing oyes of the Greek, 

For a second his heart leaped. Then 
ho was calm again. His hand closed 
over the golden scarab on the table as 
hr faced the man from Baypt. 

“tho Greek smileda smile’ that was 
tigerieh. 

"Silence, my Jord!” he said, in his 
lov, musical voice, "I have locked the 
door and help cannot come. It is death 
to call 1? 

Lord Mauleverer breathed hard. 

Ho had been halfdreaming, dream- 
ing of old Egypt. Now he came back 
at a bound to reality, He knew that 
he was in danger—deadiy 21 
But he was cool as ice as he watel 
the man from Cairo. 

‘Tho soft summer breeze played in at 
the open window from the ba 
Mauleveror realised, only too_¢l 
that he had been careless. Evid 





















/ 





Hatry Wharton. 


tho Greek had climbed to tho balcony 
and concealed himself in the room, to 
wait for Mauleverer—to deal with him 
alone where his friends could not help 
him. 

Mauleverer did not call out. 
Greek was within reach of a spring, 
and he was ready to spring like a tige 

id there was no chance of help coming 
in, time. 

The black eyes blazed with triumph 
at tho.cool,stendy faco of the schoolboy 

“What do you want here?” 

Lord Mauleveror spoke calmly. 

Kalizelos showed his gleaming white 
teoth. 

“You can guess, my lord! I have 
waited and watched! I hid myself 
here—for you—to force you at the point 
of my dagger, to lead mo to the golden 
searab and place it in my hands. But 
T have been more fortunate than T 
hoped. The scarab is here. You necd 
not cover it with your hand, my lord— 

have scon it, I know that it is the 
searab of A-Menah. Give it to mel” 

Lord Mauleveror's hand tightened on 
the golden beetle. 

‘Pho Greck came a step nearer. 

“Thave learned many things, my lord, 
while I have watched end waited, an 
J have spies in my service,” he said. 
“1 know of your lordship's intended 
visit to Egypt. Fool! Did you think 
that, with tho scarab in your hand, you 
might find the treasure that has ‘been 
hidden from all eyes since Rameses was 
on the throne of 

Manleverer started. 

‘That thought had ‘not been in 
mind; but it was a natural suspic 
on the part of tho Egyptian Greek. 

“That wasn't the idea, 
Kalizelos ” answered Mauleverer. “My 
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inting to the window. “Look !"” Sir Reginald Brooke and 
t the dusky, olive face pressed to the window-panc 


“The Greek 1” shouted 





friends and I,are goin’ to Egypt just 
for, a holiday.” 

“You think you can doccive mo s0 
easily 2” sneered the Greek. 

Maulevorer, shrugged his shoulders 

‘Honest “Yajur, doar man,” he 
answered. “But'now you'yo put the 
idea in my head, by Jove, I'l take the 
jolly old scarab along with me, and put 

for the treasure, Thanks for the 








he Grook stared at him searchingly. 





Xow thed not thought) of it? he 
SSENot till now {” smiled Mauleverer. 

“And now’ * 

“Xow ‘Tim (ekin' tho tip, as I've 


Kalizolos laughed mockingly. 

“even it you could escape me nov, 
my lord, and keep the searab, do you 
dream that it would guide you to tho 
treasure?” 

Why. not, as well as_anothor?” 
asked Duly’ "hee" sporti" chance, 
anghow.”” 

he Greek laughed again. 
From your ‘words, my” lord, 
plain thet’ you donot dreat 
ocret of tho scarsb—that itis 












fom your eye, he ead" Hlepe or in 
Egypt, tho scarab. will tell you 
nothing.” 


“But you fancy it might tell you some- 
thin’? asked Lord Mauleverer, watch- 
ing the man curiously. 

“I know tho socrot, my lord,”” said 
Kaliaglos coolly. “In'my antigo shop 
ju Cairo, many thousands of old papyet 
havo patsed through, my hands—and T 
am skilled in reading the pictured 
Writing of the old Egyptians. ‘There 
gain dnt my hands o, papyrus, writen 
by a seribe at the order of tho soldicr 

(Continued on page 16.) 
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(Continued from page 13.) 


A-Menah, to bo given to bis son 

‘Menarsis’ after his death. Whether it 

Yas placed in tho bands of Menarsis or 
nN 





not T cannot say—but in that ancient 
soroll is written the sccrct of the 
scarab.” 
“Oh!” murmured Lord Mauleverer. 
Ho understood now why the olive: 
skinned man had come from Cairo in 
Search of tho seas 


“Tradition says that the possessor of 
the golden will surely possess 
‘the By 





‘the diamond that was 
worth more than the fortune of « ki 
in tho days of the Pharaohs 
Worth a quarter of a million pounds in 
modern English money. And’ tradition 
ays true, my lord, as I ho ed 
from the’ seroll of tho scribe employed 
by A-Menah threo thousand years 
yon this knowledge camo ‘to. m 
bogan at once to soarch for the scarab 
of A:Monah; I learned that it had 
fallon into the hands of your lordsbip's 
fathor, and that ho had taken it out of 
of Egypt into his own country. 
That is why Tam he: 
see.” 


“Without the knowledge that I 
possess the scarab is valueless to you 
Xe will toll you nothing. ‘To mo, know- 
ing what 1 do, it is worth @ quarter of 
million pounds. 

“And to mo—it I 
said Lord Maulovorer. 

“You will mover find the secret, my 
lord, oven if you keep, the scarab, 
should not have dreamed of it had I not 
road what was written in tho papyrus. 
Gio it mo!” 


























it on the secret !” 





th 7 

you unharmed. Soll it to me, and I wil 
Id. the fool Bunter, a 

id’ pounds in English mone; 

But the searab I will and must havo !”” 

Lord) Mauloveror smiled contemptu- 
ously. 

Ho picked up, tho golden beetle and 
slipped it into his pocket, Ho faced tho 
Greck, quietly, coolly, with steady 
‘eyes and clenched hanc 

“Will you lose your life for, that 
bauble, my lord?” said the Greck, 
between, his tooth. “It has little value 
0 you.” 

“TE it had no value whatever it would 
make no difference,” answered Lord 
Moulevorer coolly. “Do you think you 
can bully and frighten me, you rotter? 
Tf the scarab loads to a troasure, it may 
or may not lead me—but you won't got 
your thieving hands on it, at any rate.”” 

‘The Grock’s black eyes flashed. 

“For the last time, Lord Mauleverer, 


Chuck it!” said Mauleverer. 
“Death, then” hissed the man from 
Cairo, and with the spring of ¢ tiger be 
Teaped ‘on the schoolboy’ ear! 
Maulevorer would have shouted 
for help as he grappled with the Greek. 
‘Tae Macwer Lisnanr.—No. 1,278. 
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fingers grit his throat, 

im} the Se ge ‘blazed 

Gown of him, merciless as the glari 

orbs of lion of the Libyan Desert; 
‘moments the 


ts 
srs felt himself passing 





rl of Grevf 
Sha Sle Sally of tne shadow of death! 





‘THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

In the Nick of Time! 

OB CHERRY turned his head on 
BERRY fuze he bad 

Beate cee 

‘Generally, Bob slept like a 

top. But he was not fecling as usual 

now, Swipes from a poker in a reck- 

Tess ‘hand were not trifles to be disre- 

gerded. Billy Bunter had wielded the 

Poker not wisely, but too well. ‘There 
‘were about dozen bruises distribut 

he had more aches and 








‘only outcome w: 


to keep 
balmy slumber. And at last Bob 


ave 
‘up the attempt to sleep, and turned out 


Ho wondered whethor any of tho 


other fellows were still awake. ‘The 
hour was late, and the houso was silent 
and still. 

Ho throw a coat on over his pyjamas, 














Pee ee indoor he hh sked out 
opened his window. ‘Then 
the balcony. Powe 
= gr fellow, and 
did’ tot like Stesing tp alone in the 
Silent ‘watches of the ‘night. It tho 
other fellows ‘wore asleep, however, he 
had no idea of awakening them; but 





hhe hoped that & walk up and down the 
balcony, undor the summer stars, might 
moko him more disposed to sleop. 

stopped from, tho french window 
room, and immediately bocamo 
aware that ono, at least, of his friends 
eas still up. All tho ‘other windows 
wero 

















strolled tho balcony ‘to Lord 
‘Mauloverer’s room, and 
through the open window. 


‘As the light wes burning he expected 
to 0 Tord Baslaverer abt of te, Gi 
fps silting up. im bed to read. 
‘what he actually did see made him 
jump almost clear of the balcony. 
For af instant ho atared blankly, un- 
able to bol 
farted fr ead. 
descostot and banding vor tiny gelpe 
the cai ing over him, eri 
ping his "throat with eruel, choking 
Engers, was the olive-skinned man from 
Rene “Konstantinos Kaliaslon, the 


‘For one instant Bob was spellbound. 

‘Then he woke to sudden action. Not 
‘2 sound came from Maulevorer, the slim 
‘sinuous fingers choked him into silence. 
No sound came from the Greek as he 
bent to his murderous work. His black 
oyes blazed down ruthlessly. Not for 
a moment did the assassin dream 








his eyes which almost 











THE MAGNET 


an interruption would come; and 
Maulovorer had no hope of it, But it 
came, and it came suddenly. 

Bob Cherry came ‘through the open 
window with ‘s bound, and, before 
either the Gresk or his vi 
that he was there, his clenched fist 
struck. 

‘The blow, with all Bob Chorry's beef 
behind it, crashed into the handsome, 
olive face, and Kalizelos, with a startled 
ey, reeled sideways, and rolled on the 
oor. 

Lord Mauloverer was released, ‘The 








gruel grip was gone from his thro, 
and he ga i i for 
and | he” gasped spasmodically 


“Manly” panted Bob, 
The Greek, taken by surprise as ho 
‘and daved by that torrife blow. 
was’ on hig foet in an instant witb the 
activity of a oat. His dark faco was 
distorted with rage, and his dusky hand 
groped for a weapon. But Bob Cherry 
as on him in a twinkling. Ho drove 
his fist again into the Grock’s face, 
him spinning, and Kelizelos 
over, a dagger fiying from his 

hand as he drew it out, 
Lord Mauleverer scrambled broath- 














ted lessly up, 


“Oh, good man!” ho gasped. 
_ Bob's grasp was on the Grook, hold- 
ing him down, 
Back up, Mauly!” ho pante 
“Yaas, bogad!” “gasped ‘Maulovorer. 
Kalizolos struggled to his feet with 








Bob: Cherry’ clinging to him. Lord 
Manleverer had fold of him tho noxt 
moment. Grook’s ‘black ayer 


burned ;” the olive. face ‘was convuleed 
with fury. With a strength that fow 
vrould have suspected to ‘dwell in hia 
slim, supple body ho dragged himselt 


{o tho window, the two Juniors olinging 


him gnd soaking to drag him down 
in. ob Cherry shouted to his com- 
rades as ho strugglod with the Greek, 
His poworful voice rang far and wido, 
‘and fhoro was an answering shout along 
tho baloony. 

‘Help was coming! 

But the Greek, with a frantio effort, 
tore himself loose from tho grasping 
hands, and made » dosporate spring 
from the window. Ho stumbled on the 
baloony and fell as Harry Wharton 
came speeding along from his window. 
He was up again in a sooond, and 
Wharton staggered back from a fierce 
blow. ‘Tho next moment the Greek was 
scrambling over the rail of 
ind as Bob Cherry rushed at him 
ges dropped into the shrub- 











gasped Wharton, “what—who 
oe 


“My esteemed Bob—" 
‘Hurree Singh came racing wy 
lowed by Nugent and Johnny Bul, 
the Co. wore awake now, 
“It's the Greok!” 
“Kalizelos—” 
‘There was s crashing in the shrub- 

leony. ‘Tho. fall 


fol- 
Al 





panted Bob. 








“Ho's running 
‘The Grok, hurt or not, was on his 
feot, and His lithe Ggure 
was visible for & moment in the star- 
Tight, and then it was gono, A faint 
sound of desing footsteps died away 


‘that in the night. 
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‘THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

OM to Egypt ! 
“ AULY, old man——" 

M “You're hurt !” 

‘The chums of the Remove 

gathered anxiously about 

Lord Mauloyerer. ‘The schoolboy carl 

was rubbing his throat, tenderly. “Tho 

marks of the Greok’s wiry fingers wore 

guly too plainly to be soon there. 





Mauly had had a narrow escape, And 
thore was little doubt that Bob Cherry 
had saved his life. 





His lordship smiled faintly. 
“All sorono, old beans!” he sai 
“Right as rain! T’ve had rathor a jol 
‘Tha blightor meant busines by gat 
“We'd better rouse the house, and 
get alter him!” 
Mauly_ shook 
“No good maki 














ly to lingor. 
‘seo him again— 
in this country,” added Mauleverer. 
“I rather think we may seo him on his 
gra jolly, old hosth 10 got to 
Egy 


BR pe 


“T'vo told him I'm taking 
searab to Egypt with mo, 








the gidd 
explained 


Mauloveror. 

“Woll, you wero rathor an ass to 
let him’ know that, old chap," said 
Nugent, “Ho will’ bo climbing tho 


pyramids after us.” 

“My doar man, ho had guossed it,” 
gtinned Maulovorer. “He had the 
dea that wo wore 0 Egypt 

soarab, anid 

jelly old A-Menah's treasure 

‘would have been on our 

track in any case. Ho lot out that ho’s 

ome rose an old papyrus, and 

Toarned from it tho seorot of the scarab 
that’s why ho’s attor it 

‘Mauleveror took tho ‘golden scarab 
from his pocket, and held it up to tho 
ight, gloaming’ and glistenin, 

“Fe jolly noarly had it,” ho said. 
“He would have had it, but for you, 
Bob, old boan! And me, tool Deter- 
mined be /ou know!’ Ho says that 
tho treasure is worth a quarter of a 
million pounds, in tho shapo of a 
diamond ‘called, the Bye, of “Quire 
wonderful old diamond that hasn't beon 
goon for threo thousand yours, but was 
fearfully famous at ono time. T'vo been 
{eaclin” it up in, my pater's papers. 
We're going to take tho searab with us, 
and. put in for tho tressure—what? 
‘That will make the trip a bit- more 
excitia’” 

“Yes, rather” egreed Bob. 
I'm blessod if I seo how that beotle is 
Geing to show tho way to the treasury 
Mauly! It can’t bo anything but = 
superstition.” 

““Kalizolos doosn’t think, so—and he’s 



































‘a wily bird. Perhaps it’s a jolly old 
iagic boetle—sort of ‘Open ‘sesame.’ 
ttunt—what?” grinned his lord 








‘The Grock’s got it. from a giddy 
anciont document, so ho eaye—chapter 
and verso. He's willin’ to risk his necle 
for the scarab,” Looks as if there's 
somethin’ in it” 

‘Tho juniors looked curiously st the 
golden’ beetle. "That there could be 
hagieal powers in tho ancient amulet 
they did not, of courso, beliove. But, 
otherwise, it was unimaginable how 
the sacred scarab could possibly afford 
f clue to the vanished treasure of the 
Gays of Rameses Il. But there, wes 











no doubt that they were keenly inter- 
ested, and that the ides of a tressure- 
‘among the pyramids and tombs 
of old Egypt attracted them. 

ing,” added Lord 
‘gravely, 


‘m up against 
that blighter Kalizelos, and 1 wouldn't 
Jet him havo the scarab for love or 
money, if only to show him that a 
fellow ‘can't ‘be bullied 
ugh customer, ‘means dangei 
not tho jolly, old tourist holiday 
we wore thinkin’ of—but, real danger 
If you fellows don’t like the ideo— 

“Fathead!” 

“I don't know whether 1 ought to Tet 
you men in for it,” said Lord Meule- 
verer, “I'm rather keen on takin’ the 
searab along and puttin’ in for the 
treasure, But if you'd rather not, I'll 
chuck the ides, and leave it stacked in 
tho bank whon we go—whal 

“I don’t fancy any bank in England 
would keep it safe from Kalizclos,” said 
Harty "Wharton. “Banks can bo 
burgled, Mauly, and ten to one tho 
Grook, would get bold of it sooner or 
later.” 

“Yeas, that’s so. ‘The only safe place 
for it is in a fellow’s pocket,” agreed 


Your Editor Calling! 


rf 
Pes I received a Greyfriars 
Z Umerick or a funny story from 
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you yet? 
Don’t forget, I’m still handing out 
TOPPING LEATHER POCKET 
WALLETS and SHEFFIELD 
STEEL PENKNIVES for limericks 
and funny stories. All efforts 
should be sent to: “Limericks 
and Jokes ” Editor, c/o MAGNET, 
5, Carmelite Street, London, £.0.4 

(Comp.). 
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Lord Mauloveror. “But you fellows 
can—” 
“Fathead | We'll bandlo Kalizelos all 











igs “all, bunkum 
Still, if there's 

Quarter of a million pounds knocking 1. 
about, wi “~— 


pick 
» bet 
‘a ribbon or somethin’ on the 
j and Wear it round my neck, like 
jolly old, A-Monah used. to, threo 
thousand years ago,” said Lord Maul- 
evorer., “Might drop it out of my 


Fi 
ay 
‘hing, 








“But Pogket.’ 


“That's a good idea!” 
“My estecmed and ridiculous chums,” 


said Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh. “A 
wh idoa has occurred tomy 
ridiculous and debilitated brain——" 


“Cough it up, Taky 
“The absurd ‘Kelizelos will be after 





ri, Suppose 
thes ihe abtord aria should bee 
rusted to the keeping of one : 
; Fok Ee da 
* Ten, you're a, gi 
jewel "said Lord Mtauloverer. “Fhat's 
ike ‘bright idea! Te would be rather a 
lark if the Greek johmny got hold. of 
mo, and when be got there the cupboard 
Yaa boro—whot? 


Cherry. 











wheeze!” ssid Bob 
“Even if the brate guesses 








W 


that one of us is minding jt, ho couldn't 
guess which one.” If you'll trust. it out 
Sf your bands, ‘Mauly—" 

“'Glaa tol “answered | Mauleverer. 
“Likely, a3 not T should lose tT 
Eiger y siel a 

Sn? about in ea 
Bunter! What offers?” 

Ho hold up the golden scarab 

Te was decided that Wharton’ should 
tako chargo of the golden scarab. ‘Thoro 
was no doubt that it was safer in. his 
Handy than in tho carols hands of his 
lordship. 

"Whatton proceeded to.tie black sille 
ribbon, tho” golden “oocia,"whare 
chain had oneo Seen fastened to it, and 
fe put tho ritvon round his neck, 
se, is doegpt eave mo, night or das.” 
16 said, “until we "got back to 
England ?* x 

‘And if it loads to the giddy troasuro, 














all 'we'vo got to do is follow in our 
father's footsteps!” chuckled Bob 
Cherry. 


‘Tho ‘jenlots went Badk to) bod, bit 
juniors. weni to 

Bob ‘Cherry remained in Lord ‘Maul: 
room for tho rest of tho night. 
mada litte impress 





im that. ho wea not to be 
alone again at night, und his lord- 
ship submitted with his usual easy-going 
tolerance, And Bob looked. very ‘are: 

iy to ings of tho window 
before he turned in, 

But thore was no fresh alarm, In- 

$40 fusiors had lithe doubt shat 
Lord Maulevorer was right, ond. that 
now that tho Greck was assured that tho 
scarab would accompany thom to 
Egypt, ho would keop clear of Maul- 
everer Towers, But they wero. fully 
oxpecting to sco the Greek again in 
Jand of the Pharaohs; and they won- 

too, whethor the lawless rascal 

would dog’ thoir stops on the journey. 
But tho, chums of Greyfriars wero 
quite confident that they could take 
care of themselves; and there was no 
doubt that the idea of hunting for tho 
“Evo of Osis” avo an added soxt to 
the trip to the Nilo. 

A few moro days and tho ge 
party woro ready to start, and tho big 
‘ar camo round to carry them on the 
first stago of their journey. 

4 thoughtul 

10 last time 
s Qt 1g in his mind 
the rival claims of Margato and Egypt. 


























of plenty. 

uld not run dry till tho ond of tho 
holidays. So, though Bunter, as a 
matter of tasto, preferred Margate, he 
settled on Egypt, and his fat person was 
packed into the car. 





THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Speaks French ! 
“ OUS n’avez rien a déclarer, 


‘messieurs 1” 
“Leave it to me,” said Billy 





“You'd botter leave speaking French 
tome, you fellows—" 


“Beast!” 
‘ho Channel had been orossed. 
Innumerable porters in baggy 

trousets had seized upon the baggage 

Of the Greyfriars party, and carried it 

from tho steamer into the Douane, 

where it was ranged on the long 
‘Pas Macser Listanr.—No. 1,278, 
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counters for the Custotss officals to deal 
"ie Reginald. Brook doubt 

sir Regin: rooke was no dout 
capable of seeing to the maiter; but 
Billy Buntor hud to wedge in. 

‘AL Grosfriars School, Bunter’s French 
mado Bionsieur Charpeatior, the Brench 
aster, almost weep. 

‘But that, according to Bunter, was 

"iso" Monsieur “Charpentier was 
rather un ass, and did not understand 
‘ligt a dab into relly was at Bren. 

nyhow, Bunter wae going to air 
is, knowledge, and ho proceeded to 
give it an airing. 

Tho polite Customs oficial, asked 
them whether they "had. anything to 
‘Geclase,” and, as Sir Roginald was 
farther along the counter, dealing with 
another “olheiel, it wes ‘a chanco for 
Bunter. 

“Rong !” said Bunter cheerfully. 

‘Tho Customs man blinked at hi. 

“Plaitil?” he ejaculated. 

“Rong |” ropeated ‘Duster, ; 

Tho Frenchman smilod and shook his 
heads 











“Jo no compronds pas anglais, 
monsiour!” he said. K 

“Eh! What is ho saying, you 
fellows?” asked Bunter. 


“Ha, hat He's saying that he doesn’t 
se 


understand “English !"" roared Bob 
Cherry. . 
“T Wasn't speaking English, you ass, 






0a 
hay 
ed if I see anything to cackle 
protty thiok fo put a man in 


Fe whe dovin't understand hit 


i, rench— 








Saree 
own langua 
‘Onn my hae 
‘Mais, messiouss, repondes, 
plait,” said tho Customs. man, 
Ever” quelgue-choso edeciarer 

“Ren answered Hurry Wharton; 
and the man und French, 
hough unter’ ‘been 
fora 













‘That must bo it,” 

if hap 
vols, monsiour ?” 
Frenchman, ‘addi 

“Moi, rong |” 
Saveo?'Don’t you comprony 
blinking, lingo, you ass? 
declare in my'bag, no quelquechoro at 


The most finished French scholar 
would hardly havo und French 
of that variety. The ian stared at 
Bunter, and, instead of chalking his 
bag, to pass'the customs, he proceeded 
to open it, As it was locked, he asked 
Buntor for tho key, pointing to the lock. 
Bunter understood tl esture, if not 
‘the French, and grot ngrily. 

“Look here! That do you want to 
ouvrez my bag for, when you haven't 
jolly well ouvreyed the others?” ho 
demanded. 

















think you've got something to declare, 
with your silly babble!” 
“Oh, really, Wharton- 
“Ouvrer.” yapped tho Ci 
losing some of his politeness. “J 
dig, monsieur, ouvrez, et toute de 
“There's no sweets in my bag,” ox- 
tained Bunter. “I ate them allon the 
at.” 
“You frabjous owl” roared Johnny 
Bull, “Toute de suite means at once.” 
“He means you're to open the bag at 
‘Tae Macwer 7.—No. 1) 











‘once, you fat owl! said Nugent. “Get 
going, or wo shall lose the train!” 
“Don’t be an ass, Nugent! Ho was 
gcking me if thero ato any swoets i the 
su 
Silly lot, 


a 






‘Pas do sweets,” said Buntor, in 
“Non pas 


French—Bunter’s Fronch. 
any greets, pas de toot.” 


Ypen 
YN joll 
ey 


that bag, you fat Owl, or 
well bid Gou'F" exclaimed’ Bob 





Porters gathered round the juniors on 
fone side of tho long counter, Customs 
officials and clerks gathered round the 
Frenchman on the other side. There 
was e babblo of tongues. ‘The Grey- 
friars party wero getting most of tho 
attention of the Douans. Billy Bunter 
‘went through one pocket after ancther in 
search of his key. Six or seven French- 
men were speaking aJl at once now, and 
'& gendarme drow near, with watchful 

xyes, evidently to prevent the supposod 

wggier from bolting all of a sudden. 

Sir Reginald Brooke, havi the 
through, came nek to 


















lly chumps don't understand 
!” hooted Bunter 


00 fr.“ Tho; 
think I've got sweets in my bag—" 
pei Open the bag at once, you foolish 
0y 


“Oh, really, sir——” 

“Lose no more time!” exclaimed Sir 
inald sharply. “The train for Paris 

be starting soon,” 





will 


“Tcan't 






eyes sticking to it. silly owls 
gin jolly wel we that thor’ 30 Tweets 
in the 

‘The bag was ed. 

All the rest of tho baggage had been 
[arg after a very cursory examination, 

ut the Customs man went through 
Bunter's bag with meticulous cat 
oe, in & very suspicious traine of 


“Thank goodness, Nugent. “If 
you talk any more French, Bunter, 
‘we'll burst you.” 

“Beast!” 

Tho Greyfriars party followed their 
baggage to the waiting train. Seats had 
been reserved in advanco, which was 
rather fortunate, for the delay in the 
Customs left the party only time to 











catch th train. Billy Bunter settled 
down with a grunt, but the other fello..s 
femained in the train corridor, watching 





the crowd on the platform with interest, 
wondering, too, whether among the in: 
numerable passengers and loungers there 


was any spy, watching the party. But 
no one, so far as they could see, gave 
them any special attention—except tho 


-y-trousored porters in quest of tips, 


}@ train rolled out of Boulogne at 


last, and Billy Bunter put his head out taken 


7, No doubt all theo 
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of the doormay of his oarria 

blinked at the juniors in the oorrid 
“I say, you fellows, how long is it to 
ris?” he asked. 

“Three or four hours.” 








And Bunter grunted and sat down 
again. 


THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
The Hand of the Enemy! 


ORD MAULEVERER yawned, 
‘The train clattered on through 

the North of France. Bil 
Bunter, as he had nothing to 
gh ment to sleep. Harry ‘7harton und 
Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh played chess 
with the nabob’s pocket set. Johnry 
Bull and Frank Nugent found entertain: 
ment in looking from the windows, .nd 
Bob Cherry put in a little practice with 

a “30-90. 

Lisd Mauleverer, like Gallio of old, 
cared for none of theso things, The 
Iboy millionaire had spent mi 
vacations abroad, and foreign travel ha: 
lost its novelty for him, which was ono 
of tho penalties of boitig'« millionaire, 
His lordship yawned and strolled up and 
down the corridor, whilo the train 
bumped and rattled’ and olanged on i's 





way. 

‘4 one of the compartments that he 
peas, i, 2s ho walked up and down the 

rain corridor, there were only two 
Dassengers. ‘ 

Lord Mauloverer might have noticed 
that circumstance had fo boon an obser 
apt gout for the tain way ceded) 
Jot too tivo passengers hada carrie 
Yo themselves. i 








in the cartingo 
had boon reserved, ‘which accounted for 
it, Still, the circumstance might 
sure, Mauly adhe boon “ofwer 
rd Maulovorer was not. partiot: 
larly obveev hhe had an'infinite 
capacity 
He dis 







‘The two passengers wore dark-faced 
men, and had Mauly noticed them, he 


would havo noticed’ that thoy were 
foreignors. He might even have guessed 
that they came from the South of 
Europe by their looks; and even gucssed 
that they were of Greek race, But ho 
remaine unaware oven of their 
18, as he passed them again and 





xan, 

Mauleverer was suddenly and uncx- 
pectedly mado aware of the oxistence of 
‘the two swarthy men. 

He was passing their doorwa; 
Bis Handoihis eckets and thinking of 
anything but danger, whon a dusky hen 
Teached out, grasped him, and deogged 
ae beacons: into the carriage. 

= 

Mauleverer went down on the floor 

f the 














Be mared up at the dark face shove 
im 

‘The swarthy hand over his mouth kept 
him silent. He attompted to struggle, 
chest pinned him to 
Tho second man, turned 
tly on him, grasped hia wrints, and 
held them ther, knotting a cord 
round them. ‘hen the dusky hand was 
from his mouth, buts gag was 
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‘Tho (wo smiling Hallans Ralled Punter, 


thrust in go # 
to uttor a or; 
‘Not a word was spoken by either of 
tho dark-skinned men. But there was no 
noed of words. Mauloveror knew that 
they wero agents of the Greek of Ceico, 
and he knew what thoy were after. T! 
‘arin of Kalizalos was reuching after the 
Groyfriars party on thoir journey to 


Egypt. 
‘Geitloverer ceased to MEHR 
accep 


ly that he had no chanco 


















the.” situation "with alcool 
philosophy. ‘rin on 
is foo, 


But for Hurroo Jamset_Ram Singh's 
suggestion, tho Golden Soarab would 
avo boen in is pocket or hanging about 
neck, and indubitably it would have 
fallen into the hands of the enemy. But 
tho Golden, Scarab was safe in Harry 
and Wharton was 








along the boomin; 

quite well 

pies after, and he se aware see 
cy were Boing 10 be disappointed. 
‘Thiovish hands went throngh his 

pockets as 


ay on the Boor of the 
Carriago, shut from the 


ight of all 
other passengers on the tra 
The two foreigners muttered together 
in a language of which Mauly did rot 
understand a word—except  one—the 
word ‘scarsbaeus.” That one word 
would have told him that they were of 
Kalizelos’ gang, if he had not guessed it 
before. 
‘Evidently Kalizelos did not care to be 






















seen porsonally on the track of the ps-f 
for Egypt. Ie was not likely. that he 
fwas on tho train; the sight of him would 

party of danger. at 


‘was keeping behind 
ing by the hands of the 


‘tho scenes, and a 
"The two spies 


rageals in his 





8y. 
Geidently tracking. the party, watching 
for an opportunity, and it had come 


sooner than they could have anticipated 


1d my friends in the place yor 




















Signore 1 You wanter chair, yes ?”” 


and. thoy had, acted with prompt 
‘audacity. “Had the Golden Soarab been 
‘on Maulevoror it would have been lost 
for ever. But the thiovish hands that 
sought through his pockets sought in 





But the two rascals wore not satisse 
with turning out his pockets. ‘They 
proceeded to search him with the utmost 
gare, rlfling ‘his lordship considerably 











in tho process. Tt wi she 
Mauleverer that lay on the rocking oor 
when they had finished. His mon. — 


of which Mauly had a good deal—thoy 
put aside; that was not what thoy 
wanted. Tt was the golden scarab they 
were socking, and the scarab they 
‘evidently expected to find. But they 
did not find it. 

‘Tho search finished at last, and thoy 
muttered together in their own tongue. 
‘Then one of thom spoke in English. 

“You are Lord Mauleverer 2” 










T know i 


“Tho truth!” 
skinned man, his oyes gleaming with 
menace. “Ie {tin your guardian's hands 
=the old man’s?” 
“Another shake of the head. 
“One of your schoolboy friends?” 
fauly made no sign. 
‘Yes or no!” hissed the threatening 
“Nod, or shako your head!” 
Still Mauleverer made no sign. 
"Fool ! muttered the man. “if you 
is tho same as if You 











He rose to his feet, and muttered with 
osbeame la ttaet pete si 
‘of them cast black looks at the bound 
schoolboy lying at their feet, as the 
{rain rocked andi clanged on into Boven. 

Be cae te an an 
sa anger 
scarab was not in Mauly’s keeping, end 


Ww 


a 


“Yes,” gasped Bunter, “and buck up I 





—an old gent and six fellows, one of them a nigger—quiok 1" 


the guess that it was in the keoping ot 
one $f hie friends, "And the two rascale 
had “no moro. timo, to Joso—at any 
moment Mauleverer’s friends» might 
come looking for him; it was cortain 
that they would look for him at once if 








1d. thoy missed him from tho corridor, 


For a minute or moro they muttered 
together, in low, savage tones, and them 
left tho carriage, shutting the door on 
tho corridor after them. 














tended fo quit, tho tr 
tho ecarab in thoir possossion, Now they. 
had to quit without it and they had no 
moro than time.” In a fow minut 
Passongers would bo swarming 
‘out of the doors, and interruption was 
certain. 

Mauleverer scrambled to hig foot, 
Now that he was no fonger held, he was 
able to get tho gag from his mouth with 
bis bound hands, and thon to work his 
hands free from tho cord. ‘The, train 
clattered to a stop, and he looked from 
window on tho side towards the 
platform, and had s moment's glimpse 
of his two assailants vanishing in tho 
exowd there, ‘They wero gone in 
moment, and bo saw no more 
He stepped out into the corridor, and 
walked back to the carriago where 
Harry Wharton & Co. still sat, making 
his way through hurrying pessongers, 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob: Cherry, 
still busy with his yo-yo, stared ab 
Manleyerer as ho looked’ in, What's 
up 0 
the dust on the 

‘Maulevoror grinned. 

“Bogad, T want a brush down,” he 
remarked. “I've bad a frightfully 
aun time 50a, taenfightfll 1 

fou'vo got that jolly old beetle sale, 
Wharton, old bean?” 

“Yes, rather !" 
‘Tas Maower Lasnanr.—No, 1,278, 

































fd have had ity it'd kept 
Dites eet 





3° thump—" 
‘The train wes rocking on as Mauly 
raurled ‘out his tale, 

20h, my hat! 
this, we're not leiting you cut of our 
fight,” Mauly.” 

That's what munky will say when I 
toll him,” groaned Mauleverer. “But 
its, really all right, girs tot got the 


oily old beotle 
Mn he's got Inf roll close 
een "jolly well won't!” 
Dot "gtanpod Lord Maslovere, nd 
plumped him down into a seat, 
"Ble thore ? 


“But, really, old bean—” 
“TE you move before we get to Paris, 














TH afeh "you in tho eye with “my 
eat 
70 gad” 

And Mauleyerer sat and yawned till 


the train ran into tho Gare du Nord. 


‘THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER, 
‘An Alarm In the Night ! 
UNKY took the schoolboy party 
N in-band again when they’ got 
out of Paris 
ew eno BANY, Banter Hlinked round 
bien through is big. spectacle 
Ae eee Ted aoe tne aight cl the 
Word, in large lottors, “ Restaurant.” 
yy instinct, Bunter's fect turned 
in that direction. ” But all the party, as 
a matter of fact, wore ready for rofréah 
ments, and tho’ fat Owl w 
on they ak de, 















wan told of what had happened on tho b 


{rainy and his faco became vary grave, 

Mauly expected, ho announced that 
@ would not allow his nephew out of 
hig sight again, 

‘The old gentleman was evidently con- 
siderably porturbod by’ the. knowledge 
that the party, was followed and 
watched. 
alarmed. Even Billy Bunter was not 
larmed; being too busy in dealing with 
the foodstuffs to give thought to lesser 
matters. ‘The fat Owl was still going 
strong, when Sir Reginald roso and an 
nounced that it was 




















tt the" juniors. wore ‘not MM 





he, said warmly, 
Bunter!” said Bob. Ho's 


“Poor 
only eaten enough for three fellows, 60 


‘meal on the next 


1d, without 
ig waiting 
the Lyons 


far! You can get a 









“Look he T don’t seo ting into 
tha, benclly tenia tgalagt bea 
What's the mattor with sopping 
Pas day or two?” 
going to pt, old fa saa! 

XE yaston rergore ttre Bou 
and Nay wo shan’t get to Cn 
before the rey of the vac.’ 

“Well, I bolieve in taking it, easy!” 
‘said Bunter, “And the fact is, I'm jolly 
well not going to bump along day and 
French trains. 












0 








night in these beastly 
Besides, I'm hungry. I’m not coming 
yet.” 

“Got up, idiot!” 

<a! 





dy going. 

unter ‘blinked after the tall, 
jguro of tho old baronet. 

“Look here, Mauly—" he barked. 
ans ? 

‘Tell the old fossil to wait a bit!” 


“The whet?” ejeculated Lord Maulo- tere 


veThe old fossil—that old ass Brooke— 
hers r, leggo!” yelled Lg as 
Lord Mavloveres, doparting. fom’ his 
usual galm, took Lt te, couse. -_ 
yanged his hoad on tho tablo. 
an Ob, may hat! ‘Yarooh 1” °°? 


“Owl howled 


* Beast 
Bunter. er dnt mean ld “oul Tt 


men” said Lord 








hae iad, ae Billy eee 
on” prompdly. 
Stteabtive, but the fat Ow cortainly did 











SACKED FROM 
St. JIM’S ! 


Wo keeps Figgins away 
from the House match 9 
With Fi the crack 
bowler, at the top of his form, 
the New House are almost 
certain to beat the School 
House at St. Jim's! Then 
suddenly, mysteriously, an 
hour before the match is due 
to start, Figgins vanishes ! 
‘Who is the unknown enemy 
responsible for this caddish 
trick? Who is “SACKED 
FROM ST. JIM’S"? Read 
this week's grand school and 
cricket story in the GEM 
and be thrilled. 
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not want to bo left on his lonely own 
inthe Gare du Nord. 
whe party packed in a big car, and it 
rolled fay with them, the Juniors keep. 
Ing thoir eyes alert, wondering whether 
‘any of the confederates of tho san from 
ye had watched for thom in Paris, 
her there was a. apy among. tho 
crowds round tho Garo du Nord, how 
over, they were, unable to. discover 
‘They afrived at the southern station, 
and took their places in tho ‘Lyont. 
Meaiterraneen "rain—Billy” Bunter 
granting and grousing, and ‘not findin 
Somfort until re learned that. there was 
& restaurant ear on the train, Alter 
hich Bunter disappeared: from sight 
Fox some time though tho other flows 
could guess where he. w 




















gad guts s heaven favleg ot 
fullness when he rolled into his sleeping 
berth. 

‘Thore he sank at once into tho 
embrace, of Morpheus, ‘aud, his, deop 
snore mingled with tho rumblo of tho 
train as i rolled on through the tarry 


surae® 
Henry Warton, who had the other 
borth, did not find it so easy to woo 
glumber. "20, the Homoro dormitory’ at 
Groyfriers, "Billy Bunter’s tremendous 
more was devastating, but in the closo 
quarters of, slooping'car it was simply 
Between tho rumblo of tho 

train. Ep tad tho Gargentens snore oy clans 




















at hand, it was somo timo bofore 
Wharton’ fell sleop, and then his 
slumber was uneasy and haunted by 
dreams. 

‘The golden scarab, hung on tho 
ribbon ‘round his neck, ied 
Hrecun, with the dash, olive face ot the 


man from Egypt. 
Sir Reginald had warned the juniors 





to lock the doors on tho corridor when 
they turned in, and he was kooping 
Mauleveror undor his own eye. It was 
possible—indeed, probable—that somo 
confederate of  Kalizolos was oa tho 
rain. 


Harry Wharton, as tho bearer of the 
precious scarab, was the ono that nooded 









‘most ta Keop on his guard, and ho had 
Esrgesd Secured the door and placed & 
against i 





‘as past midnight whon Wharton 
awoke 9 iuddenly from an uneasy slumber. 


ifs of some station through 
which tho express had boomed, were dix 
a 1g bohind. 


fo had | been dreaming of tho golden 
scarab and of Kalizelos, and tho glitter: 
ing, black eyes of tho ik were in 
his mind’s eye as he stared in the 
darkness. 

‘There was a movement close to him. 

A thrill ran through the junior. 

‘The train was rumbling noisily, and 
he did aot notice for tho moment that 
a, resonant snore of Billy Bunter no 

Sener, mingled with the rumble. soaks 

a be mcked evan op trains, ‘and 
Wharton's thumy he heard 
@ movement in the ere Moe by 
him and a hand groy over hii 

For a few seconds he lay quite still, 
his heart leaping, staring hard into the 
dark in which a dim shadow stirred. 

‘The hand groped over his berth, and 

a dim figure moved before his eyes. 
Suddenly, swiftly, Wharton moved, li 














fist landed on the dork f 
was 3 
Deep ebetieteen 
In an instant Wharton bad reached 
out and flashed on the light, alert and 
Prepared for struggle. On the. foor 
1¢ cartiage © fet figure in pyjamas 
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lay sprawling and _ gasping, ana 
‘Wharton's eyes almost started fom his 
fread es he stared at it. : 

nye was nota. dark-skinned foreigner 
ip'queat ofthe golden scarab i nat 
William George ‘Bunter, of the Grey: 


friars Remove. 


fat hands were pressed 
ho was 





“Bunter!” gasped Wharton blankly. 
“ Qoooogh! "My tummy! Ooooogh i* 
Whet the thump—" 
¢ : 

“You howling idiot—" 

“-Yooooogh! “Oh, my tummy t Grooo- 
oogogh!” moaned Bunter. 

“You silly chump!” roared Wharton. 
“What. were you doing out of bed?” 

* Qooooonocc900gh |” 

“What wero you up to, you dangerous, 
maniact” 

*“Goooooogh ” . 

Bunter sat up. Ho pressed his fat 
hands to the place whero his many meals 
‘wore. packed away and moaned. 

““Qoooogh | Beast! I woke up— 
oogh! I was hungry—grooogh! I 
remembered I had a packet of chocolates 
“groooogh!_I laid them on your berth, 

I was looking for them— 

T couldn’t find the switch to 

light—ooooogh | Wharrer 
you hit me in the tommy for 

eh 


ha, hat” yelled Wharton, 
ast | I'm winded—woooch ! 




















“Ow! 
I'm dying—grooogh! Oh, my tummy! 
‘Yoooooo0gh !. 

“Ha, ha, hal” 

“Gi 1 Oh dear! Oooooogh !” 

“You silly owl, I thought it was one 
of thoso rotters alter the scarab! What 
was T to think, you frabjous ass?” 

“Ow! Kathead! Wow! Oooogh!” 

Harry Wharton chucklod, turned out 
tho light, and settled down to 
again. But it was quite a long 
before the hapless Owl loft off moaning 
and mumbling and crawled into his 
borth again. ‘Then once more Bunter’ 
hefty snore awoke the echoes of tho 
South of Pranco, and he was still going 
strong when the rest of-the party turne 
out to breakfast. 














THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Southwatd-Ho t 
LUER skios by day and brighter 
Bie sae Ronee 
friars party as they rolled on 
their journey southward. 

‘The steamer for Aloxandria was to be 
taken at Naples, at the other end of the 
Italian poninsula, and every mile of the 
Jong journey had interest for the school 
boys,  Undor a blazing sun they crossed 
the frontier from Franco into Italy, and 
rolled on. through @ land of dreamy 
benuty—with which Bunter, however, 














‘was not quite satisfied. . E 
‘Azure skies, soaring mountains, fertile 
valleys, smiling faces, and musical 


‘voices did not appeal much to the Owl 
of the Remove. Billy Bunter declared 
that the grub was not so good since 
Franco was left, behind, and that the 

llp were much mote distinct, ‘Thor 
is no doubt that the more traveller 








Forum and St. Peter's and a few more 
tights, followed by o drive on tho 
Pincio, where thore was tes under shady 
trees; ‘this being the part of the day's 








ue 


F 
ERE 


train for 


* Mil 


ight have, putin another da 
said. 





i 


an interest in 
ity like Rome 


‘Bunter, apparently, had been impressed 
by the city of the Ceesara. 


OUR LEATHER WALLETS 
ARE PERFECT FOR THE 
POCKET! 


All you've got to do to win on 

compose e Cntian Tsai 

Chatiwell “Heath, 

Essex, winning effort ts 
printed herewith : 

Horace Coker, the world’s 


ation, 
wit BR'% atin: Bike" a tot hae 
*o sum 











GET BUSY NOW, CHUMS! 








“Topping place,” agreed Bob. “Yd 
Tike coon fey wath thro, footing 
round, Still, we’ on oUF 
‘way. So you liked Rome, Bunty?” 


"Yes, rather I 
“The jolly old Colossoum, what?” 
asked Bob. # 

“Th? What rot!” said Bunter. 

“The Forum—” said Nugent. 

“Beastly lot of silly stones,” grunted 
Bontor. ; 

"St. Beter'g—” said Wharton, 

“Rubbish !” granted Bunter. 

“Tho ‘Diber<—" said Sebnny Bull. 
“When a fellow thinks of all that’s hap- 
pened on tho banks of the Tiber—” 

"Oh, was that dirty-looking river the 
‘Tiber? ssid Bunter indifferently. “I 
don’t think much of it.” 

*# Well, what tho dooce vas it you liked 
in Rome, then, old fat man?” asked 
Lord Mauleverér, pi 

Bunter, evidently, had not been inter. 
ected in the wonderful sights that had 
interested the other fellows, 

“hat was, a jolly good food we had 
in those gardens on the Pincian Hill!” 
said Bunter. 











ite eee ced Menage 

“Gales nly. 

eke) ther ‘make jolly good cakes in 
come.” 


“Ha, hat” yelled # 
ie ee on es 


hat bad really intorosted 
in the City of, ¢ Soren tila” 
oh ee 
ho said, "Tato only olaven of thems 
T wasn't really hungry. 
“He, ha, ha! 


Bu—" 

“Blessed if I #09 anything to cackl 
1" Tean tell you that they were simply. 
Fipping cakes!” 1 wish I had a few nowt 
Rather fatheaded, if you ask me, 10 
ash ike thir—from place 
Rome! You don" 
day;and thoso cakes” VY 





Bunter 








boast ney place, 
‘and seems to'be chiefly a lot of silly ol 
Stones," said Bunter,” “But they” gon 
make cakes. I can tell you fellows I’ve 
never tasted better cakes! Look here, 
you fellows, let’s stoy Rome again on 
‘our way home. T like Rome!” 

‘And Billy” Bunter “gayo another 
rogretful blink back*at the Eternal City, 
his fat mind dwelling on tho one glory. 
of Rome that appealed to him. 

‘The last lap of the railway journey 
was now before the Groyfriars party. 
Nothing had been seen of the enemy, 
gpd. tough thay ‘hed, not forgotten 
Kalizelos, he was relegated to tho backs 
SiNumky" "hoped that. they had 

aay that they had soon 
tho ‘last of the man from’ Egypt, but 
Harry Wharton & Co, did noe doubt 
thet Kaliselos ‘would ‘turn ‘up again 
sooner or later. But it soomed probable 
that, knowing their destination, the 
Grock wae biding his time, schemiog to 
deal with them when they landed in 
Africa, 

‘That prospect did not worry the chery 
chums of the Remove.” ‘They had 33 
doubt of being able to keep their end 
up if the enemy hunted for more 
Houble, 

Meanwhile, they were enjoying them- 
solves, delighted with the sights of Italy 
Ff not with the scents, 

‘Thor was to be another day's halt 
at Naples, with ‘a visit to. Mount 
Vesuvius and the lost city of Pompeii, 
after which they wore to take the 
steamer for Alexand: 


















Bolla Napoli 
1 lik, mn of beauty 
when they arrived in that famous city, 
with its glorious bay, and tho isla 

of Sopet fa. the dikaicn, and. Verurin 
smokit inst tho blue von 
Lord Mavlovereraxt up and took 
notigo as they drove up the hill to their 


" 

“Toppin' anid Mauly 

“The topfulness is tarriie,” declared 
Hurreo Jamsct Ram Singh 

“What do you think, Bunter’ asked 
Bob Cherry, with a chuckle, | “How 
4, vou like ‘Naples ?” 

“Eh? I don't know yet” answored 
Bunter, blinking ‘at bin,” “Do you 
fellows know what tho grub’s like? 

"His, hs, ha!” 

“Avtellow told me once, who haa 
been here, that they ‘cooks macaroni. = 
treet in "Naples," said. Bunter, “T 
gant tl Pe ted of couse 
Pray, you fellows, Im jolly hungr 
‘Whet’ on earth ate you stopping. tho 
car for, Mauly? 
otek” 


“Lookin’ at the sunset over Capri, 
old bean!” 
“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter. 


























‘We're not at tho 





oily land when's iollow's hungry 
iy when a fellow's hungry 
Are you off your rocker?” 





‘Tho car rolled on again. Sunsets 
over the Bay of Naples did not interest 
‘Tae Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,278. 





but fortunately he found that 
he had not been misinformed about the 
macaroni. The Greyfriars fellows 
slept soundly that night, and turned 
out early in the morning to see the 
sunrise on the bay—Billy Bunter snor- 
fog on, ‘as indifferent to’ sunrises as to 
aumsota, 

Bunter snored on till the car came 
round to take the" patty 
‘and then he would 
fog, had got Hob Chori’ assisted him 
Out of bod, and squcesed a wet sponge 
Gown, his fat neck, which ‘effectually 
awakened Bunter, om 

With the zest of the party waiting, 
Bunter hd hardly time for «cou 
‘of breakfasts beforo ho started; but he 
was comforted by the information that 
there was an hotel at Pompgii whero 
‘a fellow could got a sack, whi 
jntelligont fellows wore, rooting over 
silly old ruins, But tho fat junior 
tye tho calume of smoke rising from 
summit of Vesuvius rather uneasily 
‘as the oar ran on to the buried city. 

“I say, you follows, does Vesuvius 
‘over erupt now?” he asked. 

Bg od 

forty, “Might happen a 
minute; infact, "Tho people. round 
mut here build their houses of the 
shaft’ that's chucked out of the. v 
cano, and they get lots of building 
matorials cheap.”. 

“Rather a catch if wo happened to 
bo hore in ‘an eruption,” éaid Johnny 
Bull. “Something to tell the follows 
Shout at Grostriare next term.” 

You silly chump!” said” Buntor. 
«Took hero, I'don't like. the look of 
that vol I think wo'd better go 
back. We can just stop at the hotel 
for a snack, and then get back to 
Naples—nover mind tho ruins—see?” 

‘Tho. juniors "chuckled, \ but appar- 
ontiy they did not “a0.” ‘The cs 
Stopped ni tho hotel, close by the buried 
city, in a blaze of brilliant sunshine, 
and Buntor rolled into the shade with a 
grunt of relief, Ho was scatod ato 
{ible onjoping a third broaktast, with 
fa fourth in hoppy prospect when 
guide was secured, and the other fellows: 


gone on snor- 


















































were ready to ‘start for the ruins. 
Bunter did not stir. 

“You're coming, you ass?” asked 
Harry Wharton. 

Bunter shook his head, 

“What is there to seo?” ho asked. 


“City buried two thousand years ago 
by, an eruption of Vesuvius. 

“Well, you fellows tell me about it 
when you come back,” said Bunter. 

‘And he devoted himself to the food- 
stuffs, whilo the othor fellows, perhaps 
not, greatly saddened by the loss of his 
society, walked off to tho buried city. 








THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Danger! 


4 ©RON io, signore” 

Billy Bunter blinked round 

with annoyance. 
Bunter was taking © rest. 

‘Ho needed it. 

‘Ho had kept several waiters very busy 
at the hotel, and when ho had finished 
he had left them staring, and he heard 
tho head-waiter murmur, “Dio mio!” 
as ho rolled amas. Bunter's perform 
anges, in the gastronomic line had sur- 
prised them. “Bunter was feeling that 

10 had one well—porhaps @ little too 
well—and he wanted a rest. He 

1d, slowly, to a shady grove near 
ing, looking for a comfortable 
spot for a nap till the party came back 

‘Tne Macwer Lisrany.—No. 1,278. 



















THE MAGNET 
bat fifty thousand lire is aot picked up 
a3 


every day. 
“Bring the 
Naples, and it is donc,” said Kalizelos, 
‘ignore, 
‘There was & rustle in tho grove. 
Billy Bunter, sitting frozen with torror, 


ien beetle to mo in 


; of heard the Greek and the Italian depart 


off, a voice 
fat ears {rom the thick grove. It roally 





was irritating, for Bunter had selected 
a very 

disturbed. 
course, was bound to come jawing just 
when 'a fellow wanted to go to sleep. 
Bunter’s oyes, which had closed behind 






Tess his spectacles, opened again with an 


angfy blink. 
“Son io, signoro!” murmured the soft 
Italian voico. 


very still, Tl 
‘wero not two yards from 
hhim on the other side of the treo, and 
evidently unaware that ho was there. 
‘A shiver ran through Billy Bunter. Ho 
‘was not thinking of sleep now. Ho sat 
transfixed. 

“i, signoro—yos, sir,” came the other 
"T forget zat you have no 
ignore. 

havo you to tell 





voi 
Ttalian, 

“wi 
Giuseppe?” 

“They are here, signore—il vecchio— 
tho old gentleman—has taken i raguzxi 
=the boye—to tho ruins, except one 
—tho fat one—who has remained in the 
hotel to eat. Dio mio! How he eat!” 








me, 





“'Tho fat one matters little. Ho, is 
not likely to be trusted with what I 
feck. Ho is” a fool—an ese—an 


imbecile 1” 
ly Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind 
aa 
others, signoro, a 
ruins. I learn that thoy 
to the hotel for lunch.” 
“Arg there many people 
ruins?” 

“Tho usual tourists—English, Amori- 
can. But in, this hot woather, not a 
large crowd.” 

You havo your mon at hand?” 

“Se signers 

“Listen to me, Givsoppo, Tt will bo 
risky, but you will bo well paid—you 
‘and your friends. Find what T sock, 
and you shall receive five hundred 
pounds—that is nearly ,Sfty thousand 

AS am Tos ome RET 

Signore!” gi fusoppe. 

Tho Greck gave @ curt laugh. 

“Tt will not bo oasy,” ho said, “ 
the tourists about, and the custodians 
‘of tho plac. But you can do it. 

ren! Ono of tho boys—I cannot say 
which—earrios a jewel—an ornament— 
jn the form of » golden beotle. “That is 
what I want, It is s thing of little 
value in itselt—perhaps three or four 
thousand lire—that is all, Give it into 
my hands, and the sum TI have named 
ig yours. ‘There are lonely places in 
the ruins, ‘The boys may be scized, one 
by one perhaps, and searched, bound 

stunned, as you find convenient. Or 
‘with a dozen men to help you, you may 
surround the whole party, and seize on 
fhgmy and search them.” e 

“Leave it in my hands, signore. 
davs of the brigands are over in Naples, 









in tho 

















, ools mado Buster shiver, 





in different dircotions. 

“Oh crikey !” broathed Buntor, 

The fat junior did not stir, 

Ho was too terrified to stir, oven aftor 
the rustling. and tho footstepa in the 
silent grove died away. 

Long minutos passed before tho fat 
junior ventured to rise to his feet. 

Kalizelos, evidently, had gone back to 
los to wait there’ for 

the Golden Sear 

sot to watch 














@ bravo to 
br Giuseppe 
had Greyfriars 
party, and the Groek had met him in 
tho grove near the ruins to hear his re- 
Fert, and to give him his instructions. 
unter realised that he had nothing to 
fear from the Greek, whose appearance 
on the soone would have givon the alarm 
at once. Kalizelos was working. from 
MB ce eweht of i 
fit ught of Giuseppe and a 
of Neapolitan. lazzuron at his 
fat Owl 
was prety tempted to steer clear 
of what was to happen in the ruined 
city’ where, ‘at any moment "mov, 
‘enemies might bo gathering round the 
ngpecting sightecrs 

But thongh Billy Bunter was chiefly 
concerned for the safety of his own fat 
skin, he was not quite oapable of leay- 
ing the other fellows in tho lurch to 
that extent. 

Ho rollod out of the 
round him through his 
tho perspiration thick on podg; 
brow, it was hot—vory hot—ani 
Buntor was loaded over tho Plimsoll 
line; but he atarted at a run for tho 
ruined ity, "Thero vas timo  yot to 
warn. tho” Groyfriars “party of their 
danger; bat thore was ho. timo to love, 
unter had to run. A voice hailed 
plugged. breathlessly on, 
you wanter chair—ycs? 
ore 1” 


ig Ga Bunter. 
ro. i Italians with a sodan- 
chair, ae customers, spotted the 
fat Owl! unter plu 1d into the 
sedan. Nover had a lif 
coms te the Qui of tho Remove. 
fuck up!” ho gaspod. m: 
frionds in the place ‘yonder—an_ old 
gent, ond sig fellows, ono of, thom 9 
nige ic ok here, here's a 
hunired lirel Back up! 
Bunter crammed a hundred-lire bill 
to the surprised Italian's hand. 
“Oh, signore! Tanto grazie” 
‘The sedan chi was rushed off. 
‘The chairmen did not often pick wu 
‘a hundred lire so easily. ‘They wont a 
rapid trot, realising that’ the fat 
oro was in hurry to find his 
is. Other sedans, with tourists in 


























ove, blinki 
Stig. spectaclon 









































fri 
thom, were on the road; but Bunter 
Passed them swiftly. 
Ta fow minutes he was passing 
through the, ancient gateway into tho 
the d 


city of 
und him woro the roofless houses 
of the ancient inhabitants of Pompoii 
uncovered by the excavations that ha: 
‘been going on for more than 8 century. 
‘The feet of his bearcrs clattered on the 
‘whero Romans once had 
‘But Billy Bunter had no eyes for 
the dismantled dwellings of tho anciont 
Pompeians. He blinked round eagerly 
for the Greyfriars party. 
“‘Lourists, with red-covered guide books, 
‘wero sprinkled among the ruins. | Ever; 
time Bunter’s eyes fell on a dari 
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“ Back up, Johnny 1" yelled Bob. The two Neay 
at them, ‘But they did not gain thelr feet—erasl 
‘out of this 1”? panted Wharton, serambl 


Italian face, ho wondered whether it was 
the faco of Giuseppo or ono of his gang. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” 
It was Bob Cherry's voice. 
Buntor rolled out of tho sedan, 





“I gay, you fellomsl Oh dear” ho 
gasped. “Oh orikey! Ob lor! I say, 
you fellows, get out of this! You're is 
dangor—’ Grooos : 





“'Rty esteemed, idictio Bunter —" 

“What do you’ mean, Bunter!” asked 
sic Reginald Brooke akarpy. “"Nuaky ” 
wvas giving bis young charges some valu 
Rblo“information with regard to the 
Inannors. and customs. of tho old-time 
Inhabitants of Pompeii” when tho. fat 
Ou barged fn. Wak 

“Danger !” gurgled Bunter. 

“Nonsense "© 

“Thonrd thom—Kalizelos—* 

“Jalizolos hore!” exclaimed the old 
becongt with a start," Have you seen 

““Theard him!” gasped Bunter, “He's 
22,8 fans, of walle to get after you 
jere—thoy. may be here sny minule— 
Tcame t0 warn you 

‘The fat Owl panted for breath. 

"Oh gad!” said Lord Mauleverer. 

‘The juniors gathered round in amaze- 
ment, as Bunter panted out his tale. 

Sig Reginald frowned grimly. 

“We lied better leavé tho ruins at 














once, my boys,” he said. 'T can scarce! 
thinie that th ‘but 
cannot take re you 








“Call him at once,” said Sir Reginald. 

You and, Bull, go, Cherry—the rest 
remain with me.” 

“eRight-ho 

‘And Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull ran 
quickly along the cobbled “vis,” the 





























ing fists sent 


rest of the party waiting for them, 
while, Billy Bunter — mopped bis, 
perspiring brow, and puffed and blew. 


THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 





A Narrow Escape ! 
ILENZIO!” 
‘The word was hissod in 
Barry Wharton's ear; but it 
was hardly needed, for a brown 


hand was clapped over his mouth as it 
"te captain of the Res 
2 captain o move gare & 
violent ‘tart * 
was. standing 
“atrium,” open to 7 above, 
but abut off from the. general view by 
the remains of the massive old walls. 
Only « few minutes before the whole 
party had been there, gazing the 
istires painted on the old ‘walls, in 
olours as bright as when they had been 

















laid on two thousand years ago. 
‘Wharton had lingered behind, when 
the rest went on, looking at the paint 


ings, and never ‘dreaming of danger. 
‘He ‘did not even glance round at the 
‘sound of footsteps entering the building, 
only supposing that other tourists wes 
coming in; and he was. taken com: 
pletely by surprise when hi 
grasped from behind 
Clapped over his mouth. 
inigea orate seed ores tacts 
red round, his startled eyes staring 
at two dark ‘Neapolitan faces. ‘Two 


3, but he 











he ‘supposed that they were pick- 
pockets from their actions, 
‘He made an attempt to shout to his 














7 | 


ll 


politans leapt up from Wharton, as Bob Oherry and Johnny Bull rushed 
m 


uD l. 


* Quick, you fellows—get 


friende—hardly a dozen yards distant 
though tides from sigh? by the: mas. 
sive walls between, But his mouth was 
gripped hard, and ho could ‘utter "no 
Gry. Ho struggled; but the sinewy 
hands forced him to the stone floor, 
a kneo was planted on chest. 

di rapidly through 


ee searched 

V0 @, dovo 2” muttored Giuse| 

toarched.  “Bignorino, dove 
beetle?” ” 











" 
ey 
wi 


ho 
ct 


is tthe 
the junior understood. 

Ho made a torrifio offort to throw off 
tho two ruffians. But it was in vain, 
One of them held him silent and help- 
less, while tho other searched his 
pockets, one after another. 

Whether they know that ho had tho 
searaby oF whether thoy bad taken the 
opportunity. of getting hold of one 
the party singly, he could not tell; but 
it was certain that they would find it 
on him, 

‘His pookets having been drawn blank, 
Giusoppo searched further, and there 
was a grin of triumph on his dusky 
face as he found the silk ribbon round 
the sohoolboy’s neck. 

“Buono! Buonissimo !” he chuckled. 

Ho pulled at the ribbon. In 9 
moment moro the golden scarab would 
have been pulled in sight. Wharton 
mado another effort with all his 
strength, But it was in vain, 
then, like music to his ears, came 9 
shouting voice in the narrow “via” 
without, 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You here, 
Barry? 

Bob Cherry camo tramping into tho 
atrium, with Johnny Bull at his heels. 

“ Cospetto !” panted Giuseppe. 

(Continued on page 28.) 
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‘Then 

















OUR GREAT ADVENTURE STORY. 





THE 









OFFERS TO BUY THE STORE, 
TO DRIVE THE PARTNERS 





F THE 





Good News For Bone ! 
“qm FOTHING doing,” said Bob, 


with a omile.  Wo're sticking 
to th ‘Mr. Bono, for ol 
associations’ eake. You soe, a 





that spot once, and 


royal palace stoo 
oot like the royal 


we're rather snobs. W 
‘asgociations,” 


“No, wo'ro not, selling,” said Billy, 
shaking his head “not in your lifotim 
Mr, Bone. We're sticking to that ol 
poe” 

David Bone looked at them. 

Keen as ho was, ho could not 








wunjoured faces, 
id Bob. 













“I fancy you've 
x beds on the other side of K: 
going gree to tho other side, 
explained b. “You see, with the 
store bucned and trade dead were 
Practically down and out. A man’s g 
to live—and we sane comb the beach. 








earls you Gnd on 
mne derisively. 
before he 

found a single pearl,” said Bob. “You 
don't feel like financing « pearling out- 
lone 

“I don’t!” said Mr. Bone. 

“If we could raise @ schooner, oF evon 
ketch” said Billy. 
"David Bona laughed. Ho was quite at 
his caso now, ‘Two down-and-out traders, 
who were taking up sucl, a desperate 
Fosource as pearling oa Kalua, need not 
worry him. Ho almost ceased to be sorry 
‘that ho saw them alive. 4 

“I guess if you want to raiso a 
schooner or a Ketch, or as much as a 
wheleboat, you want to look for = 
sucker,” he said. “J'll put money into 

‘Tus ‘Macwer 














ISLAND TRADERS! 


By FRANK RICHARDS 







Hip 





READ THIS FIRST. 


BOR HARRIS AND BILLY McCANN, TWO YOUNG BRITISHERS TRADING UNDER THE NAME OF “BOB, BILLY & CO." 

THE “CO.” BEING AN ANCIENT AND BATTERED FORD CA 

KNOWING THAT A VAST TREASURE LIES HIDDEN ON THE SITE, DAVID BONE, A 
UT THE ISLAND TRADERS REFUSE 


AE OWNE! 





ISLAND, BONE BRIBES A BI 


‘OFFERS TO BUY THE SITE. 





SELL. AFTER 81 
OH-COMBER TO FIRE THE STORE, AND THEN 













OF A STORE ON KALUA ISLAND, 
‘SALLY AMERICAN TRADE! 
RAL FRUITLESS ATTEMPTS 























ad x; 


@ pearling 
pearls— 


rf 

“So-fong!” said David Bone. 

And he walked on, 

Bob and Billy looked at ono another, 
and both smiled. 

‘That day Mr. Bone spent a good deal 
ore.” He was lounging about 
whon Billy McCann filled up 
tho old car, and tho young traders 

yacked her with = camping outfit and 
food, and helped Peto Purkise in. 

Ho had talked a good deal with tho 
lantors during the day, and 
all about the way tho partners had 
bofrionded the beach-combor. He told 
himself cynically that they couldn't 
know who hed fired their store. David 
Hone seldom allowed his leathery 
ountenance to express any emotion, 
But ho looked pleased when the old 
Ford honked away and disappeared. 

All Kalua knew that Bob, Billy & Co. 
wero going to try their luck with the 
ig on the other side of the island. 
‘That was Gfteon miles away, and David 
Bone was plessed to know that the 
firm would be fiftecn miles distant from 
the site of the burned-out store during 
his stay on Kalua. 

‘Kalua mea shook their heads over the 
enterpriso; pearls had been 
island, but few and of little Still, 

ked cheory, and hope: 


Proposition when I seo the 
Syelore.” 






































Bob aind Billy too 


they started. 





‘Taking possession of the site of the 
burned-out store, “jumping * land that 


belonged to the partners wes impossible 
Perils thoy Urea But Wf Deeds Bows 
hhad  froo hand there for one night, une 


watched by the partners, ho was ‘con- 
2 ae ee 





Now that the store was destroyed it 
was only necessary to shife.» heap of 
old black embors ‘to uncover the spot 
that the Santa Cruz boy knew.” With 
Bok, "Bit Co. teen miles away 
across the lagoon, it. was as_ensy for 
David Bono ae if the death spiders had 

keep tho 
had taken out 











done their work. They coul 
of tho store—when. 
of it what tho earth hi 
Me, Bono glanced at tho sky, and 
smiled. 
“There'll bo a moon to-night,” ho said 
‘he dispatch 











the partner on board. 

But it did not reach the farther side 
of Kalua, 

Far out of sight the ancient Ford was 
backed into an opening of the high bush. 
When the sun. sank into tho Pacific 
Parkiss made himself comfortable in the 
old car and went to sloop. 

But not so Bob and Billy. Thoy wore 
tramping under the starlight back round 
the lagoon, 





Golden Sovereigns 1 
IGH over Kalua soared the 
fall, round moon. 
It was midnight on the 
Pacific island. 

Long ago the last of the bungalow 
doors had shut. Every white man in 
the row of buildings was asleep behind. 
his mosquito curtains. The native 
dance on the beach had long cased. 
‘The brown mon were elumbering in 
their grass honses. On the cutter 
anchored in the lagoon a riding-light 


Durned; otherwise all was dark and 
ase plat Kalua, had he 

ter on Kalua, had he given 
tho matter a thought, would “have 
supposed that David Bone was fast 
asleep in his cabin on the Osprey. 
Never, however, had the American 
‘trader been more wide awake. 

By the deserted hut, close by the 
burned ruins of the atore, the tall 
palm-tree cast a long shadow. Two 
shorter shadows fell by ite side. And 
in the silence of the night there was 
the muttering of a nasal voice. 

“AN clear, I guess!” muttered 
Dayid Bone. 

“Me tinkee, ear !” said Loo. 

Bone gave a low, dry chuckle. 

"You" got that’ feller spade and 
pick?” 

“Yos, sar.” 

“You know where to look?” 

The black face of the Santa Cruz 
boy wrinkled in a grin. 

“Me savvy plenty, sar,  Mokatoo 
bury feller gold piece along palace 
‘Delong him, Ho bury him along floor 
belong roum lie sleep. Me see um, eye 
belong me, sar, along me prisoner and 











slave along Mokatoo. Kalua boy no 
savvy nothing. Me, Loo, mo savvy 
everythin, 

Bono nodded. 


Ho had not doubted the Santa Crus 
boy's tale when Loo liad told him, 
long weeks ago, on A’ao. At first he 
hind doubted. He had heard too many 
tales of buried treasure in Pacific 
Telande to believe easily. But close 
questioning of the Santa Cruz boy had 
convinced him. 

Mokatoo's slave had buried the 
golden sovereigns for his master. 


Again and again he had opened tho 
hidden store to add fresh sovereigns 
as they came into the old miser’s 
hands, 

‘Whe old King of Kalua had trusted 
no man of his own tribe. 


Ho had had 





He had paid for his hoarding with 
His Ute,” Taka hd risen up against 
him and slain him, and there had been 
wiht fighting the tribosmen, 
ona inthe Iheo heed stoke 
4 canoo and escaped from tho island. 
He had never dated to return, The 
Kaluans would have eaten him. But, 
later, when white men settled on the 
island, Loo had come, only to find 
that a Dutchman had built his store 
on the very spot where the old king's 
palace had stood in the savage day: 

‘Loo had nursed his eecret. 

Later, the Dutchman had sold the 
store to two newcomers, but it was 
ts impossible as ever for Loo to get 
‘at the treasure. At Inst, knowing 
David Bono’s reputation for unserupu- 
lous use of his power, he had taken 
his story to the American trader. 

As soon as David Bone was con 
vinced, of, the truth of it, he had 
entered into the “proposition ” coolly, 
ruthlessly. It was for the man from 
"Frisco to get rid of the island traders, 
for Loo to point out the burial-place 
of the gold. Then they were to take 
equal shares—if they kept faith! 
David Bone had given hie word. But 
in his own private thoughts David 
Bone guessed that Loo might fall over- 
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board from the eutter when he had 

outlived his usefulness. And perhay 
some similar thought worked in the 
cunning brain of the Santa Cruz boy. 
Loo cast a quick, searching glance 
round—at the beach glimmering in 
the moonlight; the silent, distant 
bungalows; the hut where the part- 
ners had lived since the burning of 
the store. {He stepped to, the hut, 
‘peered into the 











id Bone muttered impatiently. 
It’s all clear! Them two suckers 
are on the other side of Kalua, look- 
ing for pearls.” He chuckled—a dry 
chuckle. “I they'd get richer 
looking nearer home, if they knew it ! 
Get to it, you feller boy !” 

“Makee sll sure, sar,” said Loo, 
“No wantee eye belong any feller see 
plenty too much gold, ear.” 








ANOTHER MAGNET 
READER WINS TOPPING 
PENKNIFE ! 


{to mother, who has Just 
‘om a shop 


her :  Incre 
No, mum—! 





idetibte 1" 








“Get te it!” 

Loo, with the pick in his hand, 
sorted among the ruins of the store. 
Little elouds of ashes rose from the 
raking pick. For long minutes the 
Santa Cruz boy raked and searched 
and paused and calculated. 

David Bone watched him impa- 
tiently. 

“Me savvy!” said the Santa Cruz 
boy at last. 

‘He stopped, evidently having 1o- 
cated the spot where old Mokatoo’s 
slecping-room bad been in the days 
when 2 grase-built palace stood on 
the site of the island store. 

He raked away ashes and dead 
embers, and the surface of the ground 
was disclosed. 

“Get to 
Bone. 

“Me gettee plenty quick, sar!” 
gp The mitsenlar Santa Cruz boy plied 

e pick. 

David’ Bone’s, sunken, flinty eyes 
wa im with greedy eagerness. 

‘How many thousands of golden 
sovereigns had old Mokatoo stored 


it!” muttered David 





B 
away in the course of forty years’ 
trading? "Thousands, cording: 


perhaps ten, thousind — perhaps 
jousand. 





@ was of keopi 
faith with the wretched black man 
who had led him to a treasure. A 
handful of the golden sovercigns he 
would have given him as a reward. 
But half! He laughed silently at the 
thought. | His eyes burned with greed 
as he watched the black man dig. 
Loo was using the spade now, turn- 
ing out a heap of earth. Ho worked 
hard and rapidly, the sweat stream- 
ing down his black limbs. 
{David Bom cimneed Tound at the 
star-glimmoriny mm, the sleepin 
satglimnerig lagoon, the slening 
distant murmur of the surf on the 
reef, and the dull thudding of the 
spade in the hands of the Santa Cruz 
boy. Overhead the soaring moon 
gave ample light. 





than he had 





He had schemed their death as coolly 
as he would have crashed @ mosquito. 
Had they been still in his way, he 


would have stopped at no treache 
TE them. They, had 





to rid himself 
saved him a crime by taking thom- 
selves out of his way. "Ho cared little 
whether they lived or died, even with 
the marks of Billy MoCann’s lawyer- 
cane on his back. He cared only for 
the treasure. 

Thud, thud, thud! wont the un- 
ceasing spade. 

A pile of earth was growing beside 
the excavation. 

Clink, clink! 

It was not necessary to dig deep. 
Mokatoo’s hoard had been’ ino 
shallow grave. Often and often the 
hoard had been opened to be added 
to. On that spot, rich with gold, the 
Sleeping-mat of tho ola King ‘had beon 
laid. Later, it had beon covered by 
the burned ruins of his palace; later, 
by the store, and ama by, bawead 

oueclal 


rains. 
light, and tim 
told that the hoard was reached. 

Many on Kalua had searched for 
that trensure—in the high bush, in 
hollows of trees, among crevices of 
the coral rocks. “It was reserved for 
David Bone to unearth it. Even old 
So0-00, the devil-doctor, “believed 
that it was hidden in the bush. The 
cunning old King of Kalua had told 
him so. And it had waited here for 
David Bone! 

Clink, clink! 

Loo dropped the spade at last. He 
threw himself on his Iinees beside the 
shallow excavation, his black eyes 
blazing. David Bone throw himself 
on his knees also, In the bright 
moonlight the yellow glimmer of gold 
dazzled his eyes. The old goatskin 
sack had rotted away. ‘The 
sovereigns lay there, as bright 8 
when they had been etruck in the 
Australian Mint, 

“By gum!” breathed David Bone 

“Plenty much feller gold, sar!” 
chuckled Loo. 
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Pe 
“ Phnty much feller gold, 

through his black fingers. 

notloed that the two 


Ho ron n atream of tho coins 
through his black fingers. s 
David Bone drove his skinny 
fingers through the stack of them. 
He pauted for breath. 
tousand at least! ‘Ton 





treasure-seckers, 
‘over the excavation, gazing 
fated eyes at the gleamin, 


bendin; 

with 
‘old, saw the two black shadows that 
letached thomselves from the back of 


tho hut, Neither of them heard soft 
footfalls that came noisclessly. But 
‘both of them leaped up with startled 
cries as a voice fell on thelr ears : 
“Thanks 1” 








‘Treasure for Two t 


HANES!” said Bob Harris 
pleasantly. 
“Thanks! chuckled 
Billy McCann. 

David Bone sprang up, his eyes 
ablaze, His hand went to his hip, 
but did not grasp the weapon there. 
A revolver that gleamed in the moon- 
light was levelled, and Bob Harris’ 
finger was on the trigger. 

‘Botter not !” said Hob. 

The black claw of the Santa Cruz 
boy was on the knife in his loin-cloth. 
He did not release it, but he did not 
draw it, as Billy MeCann shoved the 
muzzle of a gun almost into his black 
ince, | He panted, eyeing Billy like 
a wild beast about to spring. 

“Drop that feller knife, you black 
swab!” said Billy McCann. “I'm 
not going to tell you twice!” 

Ioo, with a” gurgling mutter, 
Aropped the knife. It elangea on the 
heap of sovereigns, 

“Stand back 

‘The Santa Cruz boy stood back. 


Ten thousand at least,”* said Bone. 
land traders were watching them from the back of the hut. 






We 
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sar!”* chuckled Loo, running @ stream of coins 


‘Neither of them 


David Bone was trembling from 
head to foot with passion. The ra; 
in lis sunken eyes was almost de- 
moniac as he glared at the partners 
of Kalua. 

“Quite a pleasant surprise, what?” 
asked Bob, with a emile. “Don’t 
touch that 








gun, Bone! I warn you 
that it won't bo healthy!” 
ou!” breathed David Bone. “ 
=I guessed—" 
“You guessed we were on the other 
side of Kalua, hunting pearls?” Bob 
nodded. “Yes, that’s what we wanted 


you to guess, Mr. Bone. You sce, 
we'd tumbled to it what y% 

after, but we didn’t know exact! 
where to dig for the treasure, and we 
dida’t want to dig around over three 
acres or so—” 

“Plenty too much hard work for 
this feller,” explained Billy MeCann, 
with a chuckle. 

“So we stepped out and let you go 
ahead,” drawled Bob. “And I'm 
tound to say, Mr. Bone, that we're 
obliged to you. And if’ you're still 
Keen on buying this spot, with its 
royal associations, we'll ‘sell at a 
reasonable figure—after we've taken 
out the quids.” 

“after chuckled Billy. “Not 
before 1” 

“Double-crossed !” breathed David 
Bone. “You durned, doggoncd—” 

He choked with rage. 

“If Loo had come to us,” said Bob, 
“we'd have given him o whack 
for what he could have told us. But 
T reckon he wanted the lot.” 

The Santa Cruz boy gave him a 
wolfish look. 

“You feller Loo,” said Bob, with 
a smile, “yon plenty bad feller. You 
savvy too’ much along death-<pider. 
But ‘take a double handful of that 
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ld, and beat it!” He glanced at 
“You say the ame, 


snorted Billy. 
“It's our gold, iu 





“Suffering cats!” 
‘Then he grinned. 
our ground. But you hear what feller 
white master say, you feller Loo, oar 
belong you? Take it and go!” 

‘The Santa Cruz boy stared at the 
partners of Kalua almost unbeliev- 
ingly for a moment. ‘Then he threw 
himself down and scooped up a dowble 
landful, of | glimmering. sovereigns. 
He stacked them into his loin-cloth, 
grinning. Then, as if fearing that 
the feller white masters might 
change their minds, Loo darted away 
and Vanished into the distant bush. 

Bob gave the panting American 
trader a cheery grin, 

“I reckoned that Loo ought to have 
a whack,” he said. “But you, David 
Bone, all you'll get is ‘the’ happy 
knowledge that you've guided us to.» 
treasure that belongs to us. Not a 
continental red cent over that! 


Feeling good?” 
Bone gritted his teoth. 


David 

“You durned, doggoned Smart 
Alecs!” he ground out. “You figure 
you're getting away with this? 
reckon —” 

“Just a few!” said Billy McCann 
cheerfully, “And you— Look 
out!” 

‘The enraged man from ’Frisco was 
dragging out hia revolver. 

Bob's eyes gleamed over his levelled 
barrel. 

“Drop it!” he ordered, 

David Bone, with a ringing oath, 
Aropped his gun, and it crashed on 
the ground. “It was only in time to 
save his life. 

Billy McCann, with a grim taco, 
stepped towards tho American trader, 

“Now I’m going to talk to you, 
David Bone,” he said. “Put up your 
hands! Bob’il seo fair play—a thing 
youl get, though you never giyo it! 

it up your paws, you thief |” 

In his rago and fury David Bono 
put up his “paws” — willingly 
enough. Ho sprang like a tiger at 
Billy McCann. 

The next ten minutes wore wild 
and whirling, 

Bob Harris looked on with an 
approving eye as his partner dealt 
faithfully with David Bone. 

Billy McCann had marks to show 
when he had finished. But it was 
8 wrecked and almost ‘unrecognisable 
David Bone that went crashing av 
Inst into the excavation, scattering 

Iden soveroigns right ‘and left in 

is fall. 

“Any more?” asked Billy a little 
breathlessly. 

‘A groan was the only answer. 

“Your turn, Bob,” said Billy 
McCann, “though I ‘haven’t left @ 
lot for you.” 

Bob langhed. 

He picked David Bone out of the 
treasure-hole. 

“Get going!” he said tersely. 

And the American trader, groaning, 
crawled away to tho beach. 


‘ou 
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EVERY SATURDAY 


Jt was a nine days’ wonder on 
Kalua, 

Seven thousand sovereigns were 
picked out of the treasure-hole by the 
partners of Kalua. Seven. thousand 
golden sovereigns, stacked away long 
ago by old Mokatoo, had fallen into 
white men's hands at long last. And 
all Kalua agreed that they could not 
have fallen into better hands, 

‘At dawn the cutter Osprey’ lifted 
the hook and put to sea, carrying 
Away a bruised, sore, and savage 
David Bone. His business on Kalua 
was finished—not in the way he had 
expected. Billy McCann rubbed a 
swollen nose, and grinned as he 
watched the cutter glide out of tho 
reef passage into the Pacific. 

“We're done with David Bone!” 
he remarked. 

“You've said it!” said Bob. 

Fortunate days followed for the 
island firm. ‘The store was rebuilt, 
and Pete Purkiss put in charge of 
it. ‘The Beach-comber had had his 
lesson, and he swore to make good, 











and a generous sharo of Mokatoo’s 
treasure helped him to get batk bis 
self-respect. ‘The fat and prosperous 


man in spotless white ducke who sat 
‘on the counter of the new store and 
smoked expensive cigars would hardly 
have been recognised as the waster 
who had combed the beach of Kalua, 

“Now wo're in clover, Billy—" 
said Bob Harris one day. 

"Go it!” 

TWRelll got o new car.” 


“A new car.” 

“What's the matter with the old 
dus?” asked Billy unpleasantly. 

“You mean what isn’t the matter 
with it?” asked Bob. is 

“T mean what I say, Mr. Harrie 

And Bob chuckled and gave it up. 
Fortune had changed, but, there was 
no chango in Bob, Billy & Co. 

THB END. 











HIGH JINKS 
HIKING! 


Continued from page 15.) 

“Quiet!” hist Jack Jolly, with a 
glarnse through the winder of tho 
Sedan. “TI really belecve he’s going 
to sleep at Inst. If he does, it’Il give 
ts_a charnso to escape!” 

“My hat, yes!” 

‘The junior tramped on, with re- 
newed in thoir breasts. Sure 
enuff, within the next five minnits, a 
series of deep, rumbling snores, some- 
what resembling a distant ‘carth- 
quake, broke out within the sedan, 
and the juniors knew that the Head 
was asl 
‘Now 








wispered Merry. 
‘Half a minnit!” interposed Jack 
Jolly. “If the sedan stops rocking, 
the old buffer’ll probably notiss it 
and ‘wake up again. What about 
hitching it up to those two mokes in 
the del over therez" 

‘Ripping whetve !” declared Fronk 
Fearless — enthusiastical!: “You 
follows carry on slowly while X catch 
the mokes ! 

Grinning all over their dials, Jolly 
and Merry and Bright carried on 
with the sedan while Frank opened 
the gate leading to the field. 

Frank Fearless, who had ‘been 
skoller | at" sevyeral grate. public 
skools, had an intimate nollidge of 
Gonkeys, and soon mado friends with 
‘the two mokes in the ficld. He led 
them out into the road, and, with 
the aid of sovreral lengths of rope, 
‘attached one to the front part of the 
sedan and one behind. 

‘Evenchually, the job was completed, 
and Jack Jolly & Co. stepped back 
to survay their handiwork. ‘The site 
of tho majestick headmaster of St. 
Sam’s sitting fast asleep in a sedan- 
chair carried by donkeys was awfully 























a 


comical, and the juniors had to hold 
their handkerchiefs to their mouths 
to stop their larfter. 

“Better send him back in the 
@irection of St. Sam's!” grinned 
Frank Fearless. | “Wo can carry on 
with the toor, then. Gee-up, Ned!” 

Fearless gave the leading donke 
a slap with his open palm, and, 
although the moke gave a loud nay, 
he promptly did what Fearless re- 
quired—broke into a trot. 

Tack Jolly & Co. watched the 
weerd-looking vehicle out of site. 
‘Then, larfing fit to bust, they turned 
their’ footprints in the opposite 
direction. 












Meanwhile, two donkeys, carrying 
another donkey in the shape of Dr. 
Alfred Birchemall, galloped along 
‘the road in the gathering dusk at 
ever-increasing speed. Farm laberers, 
walking home to ‘their cottages, 
scattered in alarm as they thundered 
past, motorists swerved violently, and 
chickens flew, shrecking, to their 


roosts. 

Dr. ‘Birchemall slept on for about 
half ‘an hour. ‘Then a particularly 
violent bump roused iim, and he 
sat up with a jerk. 

“Jolly! Fearless! What tho 
merry dickens aro you doing of?” 
he roared, with his usnal faultless 
grammar, ‘poking his head out of the 
winder 99 he spoke, 

‘Then he spotted the donkeys, and 
a howl of sheer terror arose from 


him. 

“Help! | Murder! Porlico!” he 
hooted. “Some evil spirit has 
hanged my streteher-bearers into 
donkeys. Yar000000 !” 


For a time his yells remained un- 


answered. ‘Then ‘suddenly ho herd 
the roar’ of a poworful car behind 
him, and reckernised the familiar 


uniforms of tho mobile perlice. 
(Continued on next page.) 
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‘spite of the stern. Bul 
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only ibe) reearded at the 
Fingleader who tured this 
wayward boy to destrac 
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2B 
SOUTHWARD BOUND! 


(Continued from page 2.) 


“What—what— | My hat!” yelled 
Bob. “Back up, Jobnny 1"? 

‘The two Neapolitans leaped up from 
Wharton, as Bob Cherry and Johnny 
Bull rushed at them, But they did not 
gain their feet—erashing fists sent them 
Spinning over, and they sprawled on the 
mosaic floor, yelling. 

‘Harry Wharton sorambled up breath- 

« Quick—get out of this !” he panted. 

‘But what" gasped Bob; 

“Come on! "They're alter 
segrab-_—” panted Wharton. 

won Pe 

‘Tho three juniors ran out of the 

1g, while Ginseppe and his com- 

anion were scrambling up. | ‘They 
yeard. tho footsteps of the two bravos 

pattering in pursuit on the cobbles as 
they rushed up the street, But the two 
rascals pursued them only a few paces. 

‘As tho juniors reached the Greyfriars 
party the bravos dodged away among 
the tuins and disappeared. 

® What lias happened ?” cxclaimed Sir 
Reginald Brooke,“ Wharton— Hav 

ou 
*eEThey got _me—they'd have had the 
searab if theso chaps hadn't como back: 
for mo!” gasped Wharton, “Two of 
them——" 

“Follow, me at onco!” 
baronet. “Keop together |" 

‘Billy Bunter had elambored back into 
his sodan, Te started, and the rest of the 
party waiked quickly after it. In @ fow 
Ininutes they woro outside Pompeii, and 
walking back to the hotel. 

‘On. tho. well frequented 











said the 








Oe tho vel road, with 
sides and" tourists. passing." evory 
Sromment, ther was litte danger, but 





“Nunky ” was glad, when thoy reached 
the Hotel, and ho ordered the car at once 
ples. 

ion was cut short—not to 
faction of the juniors. But 
Numky’s word was law. 

doubt that, Giusepp 
‘woro still. hangin 


















“T say, you fellows Banter 
was gri podgy 
porson wonder 


what would have 
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“Well, Bunter's saved, the scarab,” 
said Wharton. “They'd. have 
fad it, if you fellows hadn't come beck 
for me—aild it seems that it was Bunter 
who warned yous—™ 

“The right man in the right place, as 
usoaly” Hill Bunters “Lateef use oe 
fellox would be without met” You'd 
have lost that scarab, Mauly, if T hadn't 
stayed behiad to keep wateh, while you 
‘went rooting about among’ those. fat- 
Readed rains 

“You've come in useful for once !” 
grunted Johony Bull, “After all, why 
Shouting you? You'tt never be’ omer 

“This is the thanks I get for keepin 
vratch and. saving you follows. from 
Sanger, and “all that!” said” Bunter, 
f.Well’ in uted to it-and 111 go. on 

Jing after you, and protecting yon, 
all the same. "You'll be jolly gla I'm 
ith you in Beyphy if wa get attacked 
by dahabiyeh,” of a "dregoman, er 
something ——" 

Ha, ha, hal” yelled the juniors, 
quite overcome by “the idea of ‘being 
Mttacked by a dahabiyeh, ‘which was 
Nilo boat; or a dragoman, which was & 
Cairo guide. Apparently,’ Billy Bunter 
supposed them to be fearsome beasts that 

unted the banks of the Nile. 

“You can cacklo 1” snorted Bunter. 
“Thanks--we willl” chortled Bob 
Cherry. 

they did! 

Whether Giuseppe & Co. were. still 
Jooking for them tho juniors never knew, 
ay the swift car carried. them back to 
Noples. "At ail events, it. was certain 
tha the bravo would’ nover hand the 

den scarab over {0 Kelizelos;. the 

reek had failed once more. 

And the following morning the Grey- 
frlurs party boarded the steamer’ for 
Alexandria: and churned out into 4 
Tyrehenlan Bea.” Under hotter” and 
ihotter: suns, they steamed on. through 
the blue Bediterfanean, fooking eagerly 
forward to Alexandria, and to sting 

foot, at last, on the banks of the 
Nile, in the mysterious and fascinating 
[nnd of Egypt. 
mur exp. 









































(Whatever you do, chums, don’t miss 
“MAURY WHARTON & CO. 1¥ 
EGYPT!" the next yarn in thie novel 
holiday series, Yowtt vote it absolutely 
GREAT!) 


HIGH JINKS HIKING! 


(Continued from previous page.) 


“Thank heryan!” he gasped, sink- 
ing book on Tie ousuinns, Sook grate 
elect. 

In & matter of minnits the porlice 
car brought the donkeys to a halt. 

Dr. Birohemall stepped out of the 
sedan, fairly beaming with gratti- 
tude. 

“Thanks awfully, officers!” he 
said. “I’m afraid’ I haven’ much 
change on me, but I feel I must 
acknollidge your brave deed. If 
you'll axxept tuppence each—”" 

“Silence!” roared. one of the 
officers, gratcly, to the Head's scr- 

nize. “What is your name: 

“My name?” 











‘The Head of St. Sam’s stood non- 
plugged, 
nee 


” roared the officer, producing 
ok and peneil. “And jusb 
about it!” 





|. But—” 
Alfred Birchemall, you 
may cousider yourself under ‘ariest 





for’ exceeding the specd limit! Put 
the bracelets on him, Jim!” 

Dr. Birchemall felt cold stect 
closing round his wrists. He was 


handeuffed like a common felon. 
“M-m-my hat!” he stuttered, as 
the officers: lod him to their car’ and 
Bundled him rufily into the corner. 
“This is what mite bo termed the 


end of a perfect day! Instead of 
spending the nito in.& posh hotel, T 
in somo fowl 


look like sponding: it 


dungeon! What © coll!" 
Dr. Birchomall’s mental fourenst 
was correct. He passed that nite on 


a bare board in a perlice cell, while 
Tack Jolly & Co., Imany miles away, 
slopt in comfort. 

jut nobody con say that it was 
too harah. a punishment for the 
hiker who miked, 


THE END. 
(Don't miss the next yarn tn this 


amusing “hiking” serien. chums! It's 
entitled“ THE INN OF MYSTERY 1" 





and will send you into fite of laughter 
tehen you read it.) 
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4 LAUGH, AND THE WORLD LAUGHS WITH YOU! READ THE AMUSING AND AMAZING YARN OF ST. SAM’S BELOW! ot) 





ndiguantly at the hictorical| pole each, Keep your packs on your 
i keep your backs 
"shunt" Quick 





guces | sholders—they wil 
is very wide of the mark, Jolly. You] strai quad, 
ought to know better than to suppose 

T should ever dessend to running a 
common Punch and Judy show. Sell- 
ing peanuts or icc-cream—yes. But 
runuing Punch and Judy show— 
never! The fact is, I am going 


L 
RI. JOLLIWELL LICK. 
HAM, the Fourth Form 

rushed 
‘study 
led eggspression om his 








" he gasped, bonghing re- ae 2 
efoto the Head's des By Diexy Nucenr. Bea 
roordinary thing is happen 


ig hollerday with tho Head was 
F than o swotting hollerday at 
St, Sam's. 












‘They were dressed in hiking shorts 









ag te Dee Tet io tin eaeaaeariee and open-necked shirts. And a fine, ‘Muttering to themselves, the 
amd is now standing in front of th hhansoin quartet they looked as they FourthFermers” seemed their. r0- 
Tho driver says you + tramped “down the’ stairs on. their spective poles and heaved the sedan: 
hich, oe Huclid rewaritca, 2” asked Mr. Lick i way out of the Skool House, wissling chair of the ground, ‘Two minnite 


later, accompanied by roars of larf- 
ter from the fello 
they were _ tramp: 
gates on tho first stage of their 


as they went, 

stopped _wissling and stared 
janeel ‘with tiny gaseous tae 
@oor of the Skool House. 


it they're wel 





in tho quad, 


Lickham, ig through. the 


ed at your 
rchemall, the 




















‘Head of St. ‘The site that greeted their ing toor! 
Sam's) “anyway. iy dear fellow astonished cyes was enuf! to make you were going 
the diver i Tek Edi orger i % F anybody stato, “Drawn up at the eh inquired Frank 
fave you forgotten that today is Bo oa eae it thay aso rath fi mm of the steps was a sedan chair ere was another yel J 
“lay when Wwe start own summer Fre tee Berk | that leaked ae tt Gated back te the a 3 (P| Tramp-tramp! 
jreal Cena fel acy eee ea ce Mkny serie, Jeet aoe jack’ Jolly & Co. wero 





wwe don't need a break for our 


do we?” aeked Fed. 


i ‘They were also very 
hungry, despite the fact 


at, they 








ee ‘ i a 
ave to walk, sir,” pointed | Pe eeeL Aida sLaaees Lae 
Tnost refined manner. | gauped Jack Jolly & Bre laine 


when we break up, 90, an K Solty & Co, ed 
i T have ordered a break | hiking. ther ‘tliat moment the Head spo 
done by 


Personally, 
chair. 





spy when I'm 
‘Trab-lab-Joh-lah-lab— 





a oudden, Dr. Bi 
ia head out of tho wind 
one very 

‘mauseitmi, 
to be precise. Kindly trot along and 
get the porter to bring it out in front 
of the Hou Lickkam? 





ing I shall go, 

Along with Jolly & Co.’ os aan 

|. _ All sorts of emotions 

‘wore depicted in their dials, but the 

emotion’ of delite was conspilow 
only. by its absence. 

“Yeuppone, we roti?” avked Sack] comp 





“T can foursce o really 


ing holler 
°|day for me now. Hurrah” = 





ust you” roared Dr. Birchemall, 


said Mr, Lickham. Jolly rebelliously. 
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